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ABSTRACT 
The goal of this dissertation is to present my play, Poor Relations, to my thesis committee 
and discuss both the process of bringing it to the stage and the results of that process. 
The dissertation opens with a narrative essay detailing the process of writing Poor 
Relations and bringing it to the stage in a full production.  It discusses my initial idea for the play, 
the original draft and changes made after input from those at informal readings. It pays particular 
attention to the changes that were made during the rehearsal process for the full production. 
Following is a copy of the play itself, Poor Relations. This is the text as it was performed 
in Studio 404 at the University of Arkansas in partial fulfillment of my MFA requirements. Also 
included are the official program and several photos from the production. 
Finally, I have included my Vitae, detailing theatrical activities up to and including my 
graduate school experience. 
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I. THESIS NARRATIVE 
 
 
 
In March 2013, I was finishing m y final semester of the MFA Acting program at the 
University of Arkansas and feeling stressed. Deep into rehearsals for a production of A Streetcar 
Named Desire, in which I was playing the role of Mitch, I was troubled by the fact that my 
mother in Ohio was very ill. I needed to make it to Spring Break, just a few days away, to be able 
to travel and see her before she passed away. 
The doctor had assured my sister that it would be a few weeks, so I remained confident 
but uneasy. I felt the irony that I was “living” inside the character of Mitch, a man in his thirties 
who remained totally devoted to his own ailing mother while I had long since passed the care of 
my aging parents onto my sister, who – despite having a job, a husband and two teenage 
daughters – tended to their ever-increasing needs without complaint. 
Then there was a line spoken by Blanche DuBois in A Streetcar Named Desire that kept 
resonating with me for some reason: “I’m one of those poor relations you’ve heard tell about.” 
My mother passed away, more quickly than anticipated, on March 13. I hadn’t made it to 
Spring Break. I hadn’t had a chance to say goodbye. 
Somewhere in all of this was the genesis of m y first full-length play as a writer. I would 
call it Poor Relations. 
Originally, it was to be more autobiographical than it turned out to be. I crafted the main 
character of Jeff to resemble myself – a cash-strapped, aging graduate student struggling to get b y 
and dealing with a lot of guilt. I gave him an older sister and an older brother, as I have in real 
life. I set the play in suburban St. Louis, not far off at all from suburban Kansas City, where I had 
grown up.  
As with any family, there was a good deal of real-life material to mine, but I quickly 
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found the autobiographical element to be a trap for me.  Feeling the need to stick to facts, to 
accurately depict real, complex relationships and still be respectful of the privacy of the 
characters’ real-life counterparts was simply too difficult. 
My writing mentor, Bob Ford, made what now seems like an obvious suggestion: “Throw 
out all the facts. Tell a different story.” I felt immediately free. 
With that, I set about making many changes. While I kept the premise of three adult 
siblings gathering for their mother’s funeral (and kept the setting in St. Louis, in partial nod 
to Tennessee Williams), I began fictionalizing the characters and their relationships. 
Jeff immediately became less like me. For starters, I made him much more accomplished 
professionally. He was now an associate professor at a prestigious university. He also became 
more reserved and socially awkward. I retained the money issues by making him deep in student 
loan debt. 
In creating the siblings, I wanted serious conflict and decided to have the brother, Richie, 
long estranged from the rest of the family – in part because of a serious, mysterious rift with Jeff. 
The sister, Karen, would be the peacekeeper. Inspired by my actual sister’s ability to juggle 
multiple demands, I gave her two young boys and a supportive but sometimes ineffectual 
husband, Charlie. 
At the core of this family is another relationship, similar to one found in many families I 
have known and observed, particularly among Irish-Catholic families like my own. It is a 
relationship with alcohol. The father had been a heavy drinker. The sons are heavy drinkers. 
Karen has a strong emotional reaction to drinking. Charlie would pay a temporary price for 
delving into the world of drinking. I wanted alcohol to be a separate character in this play, its 
presence always felt. 
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As I was writing the play, I did not know exactly what the revelation would be – or, 
indeed, if there would be a revelation – as to the source of Jeff’s and Richie’s anger toward one 
another. But I did know I needed another complicating factor. 
Poor Relations. I kept thinking about this title I had chosen, courtesy of Blanche DuBois. 
Maybe it wasn’t the right one? If it was, surely it must refer to something in my own play other 
than troubled family relationships? 
Then it hit me. Richie has come into an enormous amount of money. Jeff, with his 
seemingly  insurmountable debt, and Karen, with the everyday demands of raising a family, could 
certainly  use some money. Richie knows that. Might it be a way for a black sheep to try buying 
his way back into his family’s good graces? Or for a genuinely repentant brother to say “I’m 
sorry” without actually having to say it? 
After completing my MFA in Acting, I was unexpectedly asked to stay at the University of 
Arkansas and join the MFA Playwriting program, beginning in August 2013. It was then that the 
nitty-gritty   work of Poor Relations began. 
I was to benefit greatly from several informal readings of the play, with talented graduate 
actors taking on the four roles and offering their insights into characters’ motivations and 
dialogue.  Many lines were added, eliminated or tweaked with these actors’ suggestions in mind. 
The single most valuable suggestion again came from my mentor, Bob Ford.  I had 
originally written the character of Richie to be not-so-bright. “Wouldn’t it make the dynamic 
between the brothers more interesting if Richie is just as smart, perhaps even more so, than Jeff?” 
he asked me. In a word, yes. 
There was also the matter of Richie’s riches. How were they obtained? Did I want that to 
remain a mystery? Since it is heavily implied that Richie has a criminal past, would it be a 
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stronger choice to leave the source of his windfall undefined – thus, perhaps, making Jeff and 
Karen culpable by accepting his gifts? I ultimately decided not to go that way. If a question 
remained about legality, I reasoned, then Jeff had a second motive for possibly not accepting the 
money. I wanted him to have only one: An inability to forgive. 
Also, in going along with Bob’s counsel to make Richie a “smart” character, I thought it 
would be interesting to reveal that he is a self-taught investor and made a killing through some 
very wise choices. 
Research revealed (somewhat ironically, given my family’s Kansas City heritage) that the 
single most profitable stock for investors between the years 1992 and 2012 was Kansas City 
Southern. The facts about the stock’s incredible returns, quoted by Richie in the play, are 
absolutely accurate. A person of limited means could indeed have made a fortune investing in this 
wildly successful stock. 
With many re-writes having taken place, a formal staged reading of Poor Relations was 
scheduled in the Spring 2014 semester. At the urging of Bob Ford, I directed it myself.  I was 
fortunate to get a stellar cast: Jason Engstrom as Jeff, Bill Rogers as Richie, Stephanie Bignault as 
Karen and Damien Dena as Charlie. 
By this time, I had included in the script the major surprise: Richie’s Act II revelation that 
he had been molested by a neighbor as a child, and had protected his younger brother from having 
been victim to the same man. The reaction I got to this twist was very positive. People in general 
seemed to feel that it justified a lot of Richie’s behavior, both during the events of the play itself 
and in past events to which the play refers. His inability to cope with what happened to him, 
coupled with his years of substance abuse, had made him deeply angry and combative, essentially 
“freezing” himself in time as that helpless child. And yet he prided himself on having protected 
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his brother. 
The struggle for me as a playwright was how to deal with this bombshell after it was 
revealed. I didn’t want to write a preachy play about the horrible effects of child abuse. I didn’t 
want Jeff to be an “expert” on that topic and immediately come to forgiveness. Jeff, as 
established earlier in the play, has had an inappropriate relationship with a young adult student. 
He clearly makes big mistakes in his own life without understanding his reasons for doing so. 
So how would he process this shocking new information about Richie? I decided it would 
not be in the broad context of abuse, dysfunction and lasting scars; it would, instead be in the 
very small, personal context of his brother having done something brave and generous for him. 
Something he never knew about. Something that was meaningful and demonstrated love. 
There would, I then decided, be no further discussion of the molestation. It wasn’t 
necessary, and it would be unthinkably uncomfortable for both Jeff and Richie. The information 
now on the table, they could proceed from a different starting point – still strained and awkward, 
but with a newly present hope. 
This version of the play, as presented in the staged reading I directed, contained brief 
sections, at the top of Act I and at the very end of the show, in which the three sibling characters 
directly addressed the audience as children. (“Hi, I’m Karen, and I’m 12 years old…”). I thought 
this was a good way to introduce the long-standing issues among the three of them, and the actors 
loved the device. 
Alas, others did not. They felt it was disjointed, that it did not belong in an otherwise 
realistic play. I was urged, by Bob and others who saw the reading, to drop that device altogether. 
Reluctantly, I did. In retrospect, I think it was a wise decision. It allowed me to let the story “tell 
itself” without helping it along, so to speak. I think in those moments, well-intentioned as they 
were, one could feel the presence of the playwright. I didn’t want that. A full studio production 
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was then scheduled for late September 2014. I was delighted when Mavourneen Dwyer, a faculty 
member and gifted director with whom I’d worked before, offered to direct the play. It was to be 
done “in rep” with “V is for Violin,” a play b y m y colleague Brittany Kay Taylor, and thus 
required a set that could function, with minor alterations, for the worlds of both plays. 
Michael J. Riha, chair of the Theatre Department, designed a set that did just that and 
brought to life the Midwestern suburban kitchen look needed for “Poor Relations.” Pat Martin, 
head of Costume Design for the department, simply and perfectly captured the look of each of the 
four distinct characters. I was extremely fortunate to have these veteran designers, as well as the 
talented students who took on lighting and sound responsibilities, working on the production. 
Mavourneen and I both benefited from the work of a dedicated stage manager, Katie-Beth 
Thomas. 
Because the shows Brittany and I had written were presented as part of the Fall 2014 
season, we had to compete for actors with the directors of the other main stage and studio 
productions.  There were plenty of good actors to go around, thankfully, but the role of Richie 
proved very difficult to cast. Both Mavourneen and I felt it was important that the actor playing 
Richie be physically larger than the actor playing Jeff. He also had to be able to strike a balance 
between menace and vulnerability. 
We originally cast a non-theatre major in the role and announced our cast, only to have 
the actor back out shortly thereafter, not wanting to commit the time to the rehearsal process. 
Some re-thinking and re-shuffling was done, and we wound up with an extremely talented lineup 
of actors: Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff, Chris Hecke as Richie, Britney Walker- Merritte as Karen, 
and – the only holdover from the staged reading the previous semester – Damien Dena as Charlie. 
Their obvious talents aside, there was initially a minor issue – if only for me – in the casting of 
the siblings. We had one Caucasian, one native Brazilian and one African-American in the roles 
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of three biological siblings. Would this take the audience “out” of the story, I wondered? 
Would it add an unintended sub-textual thought that this was perhaps an adoptive family 
without biological ties? Was I losing the family’s subtle but nonetheless present Irish-Catholic 
identity? 
Despite being by nature a worrier, I decided not to worry about it. That was a wise 
choice. The important thing was to have good actors who could bring my characters to life with 
Mavourneen’s direction. And we had them. 
During the first week of rehearsals, Mavourneen conducted quite a bit of table work, in 
which I participated. As always, I found the questions the actors asked me to be extremely 
valuable. Sometimes, they would reveal something I had failed to explain properly within the 
context of the play as a whole. And there were often lines that required alteration because they 
didn’t sound “natural” coming out of the characters’ mouths. 
Long ago, I acted in a play in which the director announced at the first rehearsal: “At this 
point, I know these characters much better than you do. By the time we open, you will know them 
much better than I do.” 
I found this to be true of myself in the role of playwright as well. Where, for example, I 
had sometimes “heard” a line in my mind a certain way, the actors brought their own 
interpretations and they were often better. One of Britney’s lines as Karen is a good example. 
“I won’t have it … not in my house, not with my husband,” she says as part of her Act 
II tirade toward her brothers. I had heard the line as merely angry, without the lovely bit of 
underlying pain and regret for a troubled childhood that Britney brought to it. 
Shedding the director role was easy, since I knew Mavourneen had a firm handle on the script 
and was much more capable than I of bringing it to life fully. Learning to talk to the actors as a 
playwright, without inferring any direction, was at times a challenge, however. I learned to use 
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phrases like “My intention was…” or “Here’s what I was thinking…”. 
Both Johnathan and Britney work in a manner similar to my own approach as an actor – 
starting out slowly, taking everything in, experimenting with little changes, building with each 
rehearsal to a full character. Chris, on the other hand, is full-on from Day One – everything from 
physicality, gestures, specific intonations, etc., already in place. Damien, perhaps at an advantage 
from already having played his role in the staged reading, seemed to be focused on finding subtle 
nuances to strengthen his performance. 
These disparate approaches required versatility from the director, and I watched in 
fascination as Mavourneen would subtly “edit” Chris, push forward Johnathan and Britney and 
make small, specific suggestions for Damien to try. 
Once rehearsals were on their feet, I chose not to attend regularly. In m y past experience 
as an actor, I know that I am concerned with the director’s response to my work at each rehearsal. 
I didn’t want to be a second person in the room whom these actors had to worry about “pleasing.” 
Instead, I remained available to the actors away from rehearsals to answer questions about 
their characters (Chris had an endless supply!), and popped back into watch rehearsals once new 
scenes had been blocked, worked and polished. 
In the entire process, I remember objecting to a bit of Mavourneen’s direction only once. 
In one of the scenes where the dogs are barking outside and Karen goes to silence them, the 
director had the actress pick up a broom, as if she might be willing to hit the dogs with it if they 
didn’t shut up. I didn’t feel this was the right choice for deeply nurturing Karen, who berates 
herself for even raising her voice to her own children. Mavourneen agreed, or at least let me have 
my way. It wasn’t until watching these rehearsals that I realized how unsympathetic I had made 
the character of Jeff at times.  Perhaps since he began as a fictionalized version of myself – and 
because he is the play’s protagonist – I had thought of him as a generally “likable” character. I 
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appreciate the fact that Mavourneen honored the script, however, and did not have Johnathan shy 
away from Jeff’s more disagreeable traits: his snobbishness, his open disdain for religion, his 
insensitivity to his sister’s needs, etc. I think I had inadvertently downplayed those things in the 
staged reading. The version presented by Johnathan/Mavourneen was stronger. Jeff needs to be 
deeply flawed. 
The studio production of Poor Relations was scheduled to run Thursday and Saturday 
evenings (Sept. 25 and 27), with a matinee on Sunday, Sept. 28. At the opening night 
performance, well attended, I was a nervous wreck. Unable to concentrate on specific details, I 
instead had something of an out-of-body experience, noting audience response mentally but not 
really responding myself. It was as if I had surrendered whatever approval or disapproval I would 
feel entirely to that opening night crowd. 
Fortunately, then, the crowd was appreciative. They laughed in the right places, grew 
silent in the right places … even seemed to grow uncomfortable in the right places. It was 
predominantly a student crowd, and the feedback I received afterward was positive and seemed 
genuine. “I love this play so much, I wanted to be up there in it,” a fellow actor told me. Music to 
my ears. 
I was able to relax a bit at the second performance, although I now had a different focus 
since my sister had travelled from Ohio to see the show. I worried about her reaction. The play, 
however fictionalized, still contained bits of real relationships, conflicts and painful realizations. 
Much to my relief, she enjoyed the play and did not find it unduly intrusive. It turned out 
to be fun to discuss the play afterward with someone who understood where the complicated lines 
of “truth” and “fiction” lay. The matinee was not to be. About 20 minutes before several good 
friends were to arrive from Kansas City to join me at the play that Sunday afternoon, I received a 
phone call telling me that some pipes had burst on the fourth floor of Kimpel Hall, where the play 
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was being performed. The whole floor was flooded, and the performance was cancelled. This was 
to have been the day that most of the faculty would attend, as well as my K.C. friends. The phone 
call was real, not someone’s idea of a sick joke. I cried. 
The friends arrived and found me in a state of despair. One of them, to whom I’ll be forever 
grateful, suggested: “Since we can’t go see the play, can we do a reading of it right here, right 
now?” And these weren’t ordinary friends, mind you, but theatre folk! Actors, every last one of 
them. 
 
 
And so there was another reading of Poor Relations, with a brand new cast, in my tiny 
off-campus living room. They read it with true gusto and offered me all kinds of kudos 
when finished. They turned a horrible day into something very special and wonderful. 
Even better, another phone call came, announcing that the flooding problem had been 
taken care of and the final performance of Poor Relations would be re- scheduled for the 
following night. 
This was the night when most of the faculty was in attendance and, perhaps not 
surprisingly, the feedback – while polite – was less glowing, more tempered. There was a good 
deal of criticism about how Richie was portrayed. The criticism was not directed solely at the 
actor, but at the actor/playwright/director combination from which the portrayal sprung. Richie’s 
anger – that menacing quality I had wanted from the beginning – was too “on the nose,” I was 
told. He was too obviously and constantly trying to provoke Jeff, when we could have developed 
another, subtler aspect to his personality and approach. Paraphrasing one faculty critic, I was told, 
“It would have been more interesting if we didn’t always see Richie as a manipulator, if we could 
see him now and then as genuinely trying, in his own imperfect way, to make amends and move 
on.”   
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I think this is a legitimate criticism and, as the playwright, I accept the responsibility. I 
think both the actor and director were true to what they were given on the page. Looking back, I 
would have attended more rehearsals than I did and paid more attention to subtle changes in 
dialogue or action I could have made with the Richie character. In future re- writes and (God 
willing) productions, I will do so. 
I want Richie to be angry and lacking in social graces – “rough around the edges,” as 
Mavourneen described him. I don’t want him to be a sociopath. He does have regrets and does 
experience the full range of human emotions; he’s simply unable to express them as a more well- 
adjusted adult could.  I need to find the right balance in his words and actions to make that clear 
in future versions. 
A few comments indicated that the character of Charlie was underdeveloped. I’m not sure 
I agree with that particular criticism. It is a story about the three siblings. Charlie’s presence is 
important in many ways. He represents the good, stable husband and father that was apparently 
not part of Jeff, Richie and Karen’s world growing up. He’s at times the voice of reason and at 
times the comic foil. But it’s not his story. He exists as a supporting character for good, 
thoughtful reason. I actually deleted a brief scene I’d written with just Karen and Charlie in an 
earlier draft because I felt it distracted from the main focus of the story. In my opinion, we know 
everything we need to know about Charlie. 
A pleasant surprise for me as a male playwright was the highly positive reaction I received 
to the character of Karen.  I had worried about creating a believable woman, and I’d also worried 
that the character might get short shrift amid the brothers’ conflict at the heart of the story. Yet 
many people told me they particularly enjoyed watching’s Karen’s arc in the play, going as she 
does from peacekeeper to someone more willing to stand up for herself. I thank Mavourneen for 
her suggestion that Karen not use a lot of off-color language earlier in the play, as both her 
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brothers do. It made her defiant “Don’t fuck with the matriarch” moment stronger, and a bit of a 
surprise. One night when Britney really nailed that moment, there were cheers! Lovely. 
A less pleasant surprise was that I received so few comments, positive or negative, about 
the character of Jeff. Did I fall victim to what I call the Batman syndrome? (That is, in Tim 
Burton’s 1989 film version of that story, the title character isn’t half as interesting as the character 
of The Joker, which kind of puts the film off balance in my opinion.) Or was it simply that it’s 
easier to form a strong opinion about a more colorful character like Richie? I play these thoughts 
over in my mind when I re-read the script, but I honestly have not reached a conclusion yet. 
Looking to the future, I long to see these characters played by  age-appropriate actors. The 
performers in both the staged reading and the full studio production were exceptionally talented 
and hard-working. They did wonderful work. But the fact remains that the characters are written 
to be in their early 40s. They’ve been kicked around a bit by life, some more than others, and 
their scars show. And it’s difficult to portray conflicts decades in the making with actors in their 
20s.  These two initial academic stagings benefitted from tremendous talent and commitment. I 
hope future productions will have the added benefit of actors with a few more miles on them. 
I am deeply grateful to the University of Arkansas Department of Theatre and, in 
particular, its playwriting faculty, both past and present – Roger Gross, Bob Ford, Clinnesha 
Sibley and Les Wade – from whom I’ve had the chance to learn. As I move into a new role as 
educator, I hope that playwriting will remain a part of my professional arsenal. Wherever my 
future takes me, I will remain grateful that my first experience in writing a full-length play came 
complete with gifted collaborators, valuable feedback and the company of fellow artists. 
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ACT I  
    SCENE 1 
The present. Eat-in kitchen of KAREN and 
CHARLIE’s comfortable ranch home in suburban 
St. Louis. Modern day, October. JEFF sits at the 
table, chopping vegetables and sipping a beer. 
Phone rings. 
    KAREN (O.S.) 
Jeff, will you get that? 
     JEFF goes to a counter and answers. 
    JEFF 
Hello. Yeah, but she’s busy right now. Can I take a message? … Oh, hi, Aunt Margaret. It’s Jeff 
… Jeff. I’m her youngest. Right … St. Matthew’s. No, I’m Jeff, not Matthew. St. Matthew’s is 
the church.  
    (increasing his volume) 
The church! … Uh, huh. I don’t know, but you can find it online. …Online, you know, like on 
the computer? 
KAREN enters, brushing hair off her clothes. JEFF 
mouths, “Help me” and she takes the phone. 
    KAREN 
Hello? … Hello, Aunt Margaret. It’s so good to hear your voice. 
JEFF makes a “crazy” gesture and KAREN tries not 
to laugh. 
No, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. Charlie’s going to pick you up at the hotel at 9:30 
sharp. … Yes, my husband Charlie. You’ll remember him when you see him. … 9:30, okay?  
    (very loud) 
9:30! Love you … okay, bye bye. 
     She hangs up, laughing. 
    JEFF 
She’s not sounding so good. 
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     KAREN sits at the table next to JEFF. 
    KAREN 
She’s doing okay, really. Just forgetful and kind of deaf.  
    JEFF 
Dogs okay? 
    KAREN 
They’re fine now. God, they love to fight. 
    JEFF 
They’re cute. 
    KAREN 
Cute when you don’t live with them every day. Never get a second dog. 
    JEFF 
I don’t even have a first. 
    KAREN 
You’re smart. 
    JEFF 
That’s what they’ve always told me. … Don’t they ever come upstairs anymore? 
    KAREN 
Only for the boys before bedtime, when Charlie and I are both here to wrangle them. We had 
enough with broken lamps and torn-up shoes. 
    JEFF 
Poor things. 
    KAREN 
Are you kidding? The boys run them ragged outside, and the whole basement is their playroom. 
Thanks for chopping all that up. 
She takes the cutting board full of chopped 
vegetables and dumps its contents in a pan on the 
stove. 
    JEFF 
Why are you cooking so much? 
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    KAREN 
Do you know how many people we’re going to have? 
    JEFF 
But don’t they have church ladies for that stuff? 
    KAREN 
We’ll have them back here at the house too. Family anyway. 
    JEFF 
Did I tell you who I saw at the airport? Wade Generelli. 
    KAREN 
Oh my god, the kid who snorted all the time when he laughed? 
    JEFF 
Yeah. He’s an electrical engineer now. Has five kids. Home-schooled. 
    KAREN 
By his wife, I assume? 
    JEFF 
Or wives, possibly. He seemed a little scary religious. 
KAREN continues to stir, chop, frost and otherwise 
prepare food as they chat. 
    KAREN 
Haven’t thought about him in years. 
    JEFF 
When will the boys be home? 
    KAREN 
In a couple hours. I asked Charlie to get them out of my hair for a little while. They were driving 
me crazy. …  God, that sounded terrible. 
    JEFF 
There goes your mother of the year award. 
    KAREN 
Oh, I lost that a long time ago. Sometimes I hear myself screaming and I think, “They’re little 
boys. Why are you screaming at them?” 
    JEFF 
You don’t scream. 
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    KAREN 
I do. I’m out of control. Not always … just lately. 
    JEFF 
They have to understand that. 
 
    KAREN 
Right. Because grade school boys are so very sensitive to others’ needs? 
    JEFF 
How are they handling it? 
He goes to the fridge for another beer. Leans against 
the counter as they continue chatting. 
    KAREN 
Oh, you know. I don’t know. They’re sad. But not really? It’s hard to explain. When I told them 
Grandma died, they both cried a little. But she hadn’t been part of their lives for a while, in any 
kind of significant way, I mean. It was a chore just to get them out to see her and Dad. I think she 
kind of scared them, seeing her like that. And God knows Dad doesn’t know how to talk to kids. 
    JEFF 
Dad doesn’t know how to talk to adults either. I don’t know what we’re going to do on the phone 
now that he can’t say, “Good to hear from you. Here’s your mother.” 
    KAREN 
Just put in the perfunctory call every week. He really does appreciate it.  
She sets the stove to simmer, pops something in the 
fridge and grabs a diet cola. 
Now, I am going to take a break.  It’s good to see you. 
    JEFF 
You too. 
    KAREN 
You doing okay? 
    JEFF 
Yeah. … So when does he get here? 
    KAREN 
Pretty soon, I think. He’s taking one of those airport shuttle things. 
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    JEFF 
Oh, God … I could have done that. 
    KAREN 
No, I’m glad you didn’t. It was nice to have the time to chat. 
    JEFF 
Did he bitch a lot about having to come right back? 
    KAREN 
No, he was just sorry that she went so soon after he’d left. 
     A beat. 
 
    JEFF 
What’s he like? 
    KAREN 
Umm –  
    JEFF 
The truth. 
    KAREN 
The same, I guess. Only kind of different in a way. I don’t know.  
    JEFF 
Wasn’t it just … weird, having him here in your house and everything? 
    KAREN 
Everything’s been so focused on Mom, you know. And the boys help a lot. They like him.   
    JEFF 
You’re kidding. 
    KAREN 
No, really. They’re kids, you know? They just seem his as a giant play toy. They climb all over 
him.  
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
I have a bad back. 
     She takes his hand. 
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    KAREN 
I know, Jeff. And you may rest assured that your favorite uncle status is still intact. They love 
you to pieces. Certainly more than their mean old parents. 
    JEFF 
I never anticipated competition from Uncle Richie. 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
Are you going to be okay, seeing him?  
    JEFF 
Don’t have much choice, do I? … So what did you guys do? What did you talk about? 
    KAREN 
Dad, mostly. You know, what to do. 
    JEFF 
And what did you decide? 
    KAREN 
What did we decide? 
    JEFF 
What – I get a vote now? 
    KAREN 
You’ve always had a vote, Jeff. You just haven’t always exercised it. 
    JEFF 
Okay, so … options? 
    KAREN 
Well, obviously he could stay in the nursing home. But he’d have to get a roommate, and he’d 
hate that. 
    JEFF 
So would the roommate.  
     She playfully slaps his hand. 
    KAREN 
Charlie and I talked about fixing up the basement, but it’s not … well, it wasn’t a good time, 
money-wise. And we’d still have the problem with the stairs. 
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    JEFF 
Yeah. 
    KAREN 
And Richie had another idea. 
    JEFF 
He has ideas now? All on his own? 
    KAREN 
That’s right … get it all out of your system, so we have a peaceful, non-confrontational evening.  
    JEFF 
I am all about the peace. 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
Richie thought maybe Dad could come live with him in Albuquerque. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
You’re kidding. 
    KAREN 
Actually, he’s got an extra bedroom and bath – 
    JEFF 
You’re kidding. 
    KAREN 
And the weather out there would be good for Dad. 
    JEFF 
You’re fucking kidding! 
    KAREN 
Watch the mouth, please, when the boys get home. 
    JEFF 
This is seriously being considered? 
    KAREN 
It’s an option. 
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    JEFF 
We’re going to turn our aging father over to the care of a sociopathic drug addict? 
    KAREN 
He doesn’t do that anymore. And you haven’t seen him in almost a decade. 
    JEFF 
I don’t understand you all of the sudden. 
    KAREN 
Jeff, I have a husband, two kids, two dogs, a job and no extra room. How am I going to care for 
Dad? 
    JEFF 
Then he can move in with me. 
    KAREN 
Jeff … into your studio apartment? 
    JEFF 
My lease is almost up. I’ll get a bigger place. 
    KAREN 
And what’s Dad going to do while you’re teaching, and doing your research? 
    JEFF 
It’s not that bad. 
    KAREN 
Fourteen hour days, Jeff. You’ve told me what it’s like. 
     A beat. 
What would you do if he suddenly needed full-time care? 
    JEFF 
Dad’s fine. Mom was why they were in the nursing home. 
    KAREN 
He’s fine now. For eighty-seven years old, he’s fine. That can change. It does change. Honestly, 
think about it. What would you do? 
    JEFF 
Well … what the hell would Richie do? 
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    KAREN 
He’d … get help.  
    JEFF 
And I couldn’t do that? 
    KAREN 
Do you have any idea how much full-time nursing care costs? 
    JEFF 
A lot, I’m sure. Does Richie know? 
    KAREN 
Richie … has money. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Since when? 
     She does not answer. 
He’s a fucking postal carrier, for God’s sake. He may not even have a job in a year or two.  
    KAREN 
It’s not from his job. He just … has … you know, money. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
But not from his job? What then … robbing 7-Elevens? 
    KAREN 
I don’t understand it. Investments or something. 
    JEFF 
Investments? 
    KAREN 
Look, the money-making gene passed us both by. Okay? But apparently he got it.  
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Oh, he is so full of shit! 
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    KAREN 
The money is real. 
     Silence. 
    JEFF 
Okay, look. I realize you’ve spent some time around this new-and-improved Richie, the giant 
play toy, and I haven’t. But God, can’t you see what he’s doing? He’s lying, like always. I 
honestly can’t figure out what sort of angle he’s working here, but there’s go to be one. 
     She remains silent. 
Richie is a high-school dropout with a shaky civil service job. He is an addict and a big fucking 
liar. Don’t let him take you in like this. 
     More silence. Finally: 
    KAREN 
I don’t want to have the fighting, okay, not now, not tonight. I honestly can’t take it. 
    JEFF 
Okay, just listen – 
    KAREN 
Jeff! The money is real. 
    JEFF 
How do you know? 
    KAREN 
Because he paid off the mortgage on our house. 
She rises and opens a kitchen drawer, from which 
she hands JEFF an envelope. 
And he wanted you to have this. For your student loans. 
     JEFF stares at the envelope. 
Aren’t you going to open it? 
JEFF turns the envelope over in his hands several 
times. Finally, he opens it and pulls out a cashier’s 
check. HE stares at it for a moment. 
    JEFF 
Holy shit. 
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    KAREN 
Yeah. 
    JEFF 
Is this … real? 
    KAREN 
It is. 
    JEFF 
But … why? What the – 
    KAREN 
I told you. He has money from investments. He feels bad … about a lot of different things. It’s a 
way he can express his … feelings, you know … his regret. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
So it’s blood money? 
    KAREN 
Oh God, Jeff, he wasn’t in the Mafia. 
    JEFF 
But – 
    KAREN 
When was blood spilt? 
    JEFF 
There were times. 
     She sits back down next to him. 
    KAREN 
We’ve got to move on, all of us. 
     He is silent. 
Don’t you agree that would be a good thing for us all to do? 
     A silence, as JEFF continues to stare at the check. 
    JEFF 
This amount, it’s – 
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    KAREN 
Huge. 
    JEFF 
I was going to say accurate. 
    KAREN 
Oh. 
    JEFF 
How would he know how much I – 
    KAREN 
You told me once. 
 
    JEFF 
And you told him? 
     She is silent. A beat. 
 
Wow, you’ve really welcomed him back into the fold, haven’t you? 
    KAREN 
Jeff – 
    JEFF 
One visit, a couple of big-ass checks, and all is forgiven? 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
Think about what you could do with that money. 
    JEFF 
I could pay off a house. If I had one. 
    KAREN 
Maybe you could get one – 
    JEFF 
I don’t want his money. 
    KAREN 
Would you be practical for one – 
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    JEFF 
Oh, I’m practical. I’d love to have this amount of money, make no mistake. I just don’t want it 
from him. 
    KAREN 
Why not? 
    JEFF 
How can you even ask me that? 
     A beat. 
You took the money? 
     She nods, yes. 
I mean, shit, you’re not … worried … that it comes with … strings? 
    KAREN 
What kind of strings? 
    JEFF 
The kind that say “all is forgiven” or – 
    KAREN 
Would that be such a terrible thing? 
    JEFF 
Jesus Christ! 
    KAREN 
Your mouth gets filthier all the time. You two have that in common. 
    JEFF 
I have nothing in common – 
    KAREN 
I’m sorry, okay? I’m sorry. Please. I don’t want to fight with you. Okay? I love you. And the  
money thing, it’s your decision, so we don’t even need to talk about it anymore. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Why didn’t he send it to me directly? 
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    KAREN 
What? 
    JEFF 
He left it with you. Why? 
    KAREN 
I don’t know. 
     A long, uncomfortable silence. 
    JEFF 
I wanted to be here, you know. 
    KAREN 
Of course I know that. 
    JEFF 
If I let you down, I’m – 
    KAREN 
You’ve never let me down. 
She rises, hugs him from behind as he remains 
seated. 
I’ve got to check on some laundry. Be back.  
KAREN exits. JEFF picks up the check again and 
stares at it. Barely audible, but out loud: 
    JEFF 
Holy fucking shit. 
     Lights out. 
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    SCENE 2 
Same setting, a few hours later. JEFF, KAREN and 
RICHIE are seated at the table. JEFF is drinking a 
beer, KAREN a cup of tea. RICHIE has a half-
empty whiskey bottle and a shot glass in front of 
him. He is physically imposing. A long, awkward 
silence. 
    RICHIE 
What do you call that stuff you made? 
    KAREN 
I don’t know. It’s just a rice and bean thing with sausage. I guess it doesn’t really have a name. 
    RICHIE 
I didn’t like it. 
    KAREN 
I’m sorry. Do you want me to make you a sandwich or something? 
    RICHIE 
No, I’m good. Who all’s coming to this thing? 
    KAREN 
Um, everybody, I guess. I mean, everyone who can. Aunt Dee is still going through chemo, so 
she can’t make it, but a couple of her kids are coming I think. 
    RICHIE 
Not that asshole Craig I hope. 
    KAREN 
I think he might be. 
    RICHIE 
Guy was always a dick. 
    JEFF 
You haven’t seen him in over twenty years. 
    RICHIE 
Once a dick … 
    KAREN 
Just lots of the family from both sides, and some of their friends – the ones who aren’t dead. 
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    RICHIE 
Not the Martins. 
    KAREN 
Well yeah, they’ll be here. They’re Mom and Dad’s oldest friends. 
    RICHIE 
Jesus, I hate that son of a bitch. 
    KAREN 
He’s not bad. They called Mom a lot when she was sick and sent letters. 
    RICHIE 
Trying to look good. 
    JEFF 
For who? 
    RICHIE 
It’s “for whom,” isn’t it? 
     JEFF doesn’t answer. 
I mean, that is the correct way to ask that, isn’t it? Professor? 
    JEFF 
Technically, yes. 
    RICHIE 
Technically. 
RICHIE pours a shot and downs it quickly. JEFF 
drinks his beer. 
Dad’s not gonna have to talk to all these people, is he? 
    KAREN 
He doesn’t have to, but I think he’ll want to. 
    RICHIE 
They should just leave him alone. He’s worn out. …What about that asshole guy he worked 
with, Todd something? 
    KAREN 
Honestly, Richie, did you like anyone when we were growing up? 
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     RICHIE considers this seriously. 
    RICHIE 
Not too many. We knew a lot of assholes. 
JEFF finishes his beer, goes to the fridge for 
another. 
    RICHIE 
Mind if I have one of those? 
    JEFF 
No. 
JEFF grabs two beers, returns to the table with 
them. 
    RICHIE 
Thanks. 
    JEFF 
No problem. 
     An awkward silence. 
    KAREN 
It’s nice having you both here at the same time. Let me get Charlie to get a picture of the three of 
us. 
    RICHIE 
No.  
    KAREN 
Oh come on, you wouldn’t let me last time either. Just one – 
    RICHIE 
No pictures. 
    KAREN 
Okay. … It’s still just really … nice … having you both here. 
    RICHIE 
Only took one of ‘em dropping dead to make it happen. 
    JEFF 
Oh, that’s nice. 
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    RICHIE 
May not be nice, but it’s true, right? You kind of went out of your way not to be here the last 
time. 
    JEFF 
It just worked out that way. 
    RICHIE 
You still hate my guts, don’t you? 
    JEFF 
I never said that. 
    KAREN 
We’re just getting to know each other all over again – as adults, you know. This is a blessing in a 
way. 
    RICHIE 
Blessing. Huh. 
    JEFF 
So how’s your job? 
    RICHIE 
Same old shit. It’s a paycheck. How’s the brainy business going? 
    JEFF 
Same. A paycheck. 
    RICHIE 
So why the hell are you getting another degree? You don’t have enough of those already? 
    JEFF 
It’s my Ph.D. It’s the terminal degree. 
    RICHIE 
Terminal? 
    JEFF 
The last one. As high as you can go. 
    RICHIE 
Right up your alley. Plenty to brag about? 
    JEFF 
And more money. 
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    RICHIE 
Huh. 
     A beat. 
How’s that going, with the money? 
    JEFF 
I get by. 
    RICHIE 
Shitload of debt though, right? 
    JEFF 
Karen gave me your check. 
    KAREN 
Which was extremely kind of you, Richie. 
    JEFF 
I don’t know if I’m going to cash it. 
    RICHIE 
Ah, so that’s why I haven’t had a thank you. 
Another beat. RICHIE slams the beer, belches and 
pours another shot. 
    KAREN 
You guys want some dessert? There’s pie. 
    RICHIE 
I’m good. 
    JEFF 
Me too. 
    KAREN 
I’m just gonna go check on Charlie and the boys, see if he’s gotten them to sleep. 
KAREN gets up to leave, turns back to look at her 
brothers, a bit anxiously, and exits. After a moment: 
    RICHIE 
Want a shot? 
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    JEFF 
No thanks. 
    RICHIE 
Beer drinker, huh? 
    JEFF 
I guess. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
Karen tells me you’re a fag. 
    JEFF 
I beg your – 
    RICHIE 
Hey, she told me. 
    JEFF 
I seriously doubt that’s how she phrased it. 
    RICHIE 
You’re right. Technically. She said, “gay,” I think. Same thing though, right? 
    JEFF 
Yes, minus the respect and any kind of couth. 
    RICHIE 
Couth. Good one. I looked forward to brushing up my vocabulary with you. … So being a fag or 
gay or whatever, that’s not something that’s important enough to tell your brother? 
During the following, they are alternately up and 
down, grabbing beers – RICHIE does not ask, after 
the first one – and essentially circling each other. 
    JEFF 
When would I have done that? 
    RICHIE 
You’ve got email. I get your happy birthday wish. Every year. “Happy birthday, Richie.” Like 
clockwork. 
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    JEFF 
My apologies. One of those years, I clearly should have written, “Happy birthday, Richie. I’m 
gay.” 
    RICHIE 
So you fucking someone? Or someone fucking you? 
    JEFF 
None of your goddamn business. 
    RICHIE 
Fair enough. 
    JEFF 
And when did you suddenly get all this money? 
     RICHIE smile, pours and drinks another shot. 
    RICHIE 
None of your goddamn business. 
    JEFF 
I figured. 
    RICHIE 
What’s that mean? 
    JEFF 
Nothing, I – 
    RICHIE 
Means you don’t think I’m smart enough to make money in any kind of honest way. Isn’t that it? 
    JEFF 
Never really gave it much thought. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
I’m taking Dad with me when I go. 
    JEFF 
That has not been decided. 
    RICHIE 
You got a better plan? 
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    JEFF 
I don’t know.  
    RICHIE 
Didn’t think so. 
    JEFF 
You really want to be a caretaker for an old man? 
    RICHIE 
Our old man – 
    JEFF 
Who you didn’t bother to call or write for, what? Seven years at one point? 
    RICHIE 
You’re talking about things that happened a long time ago. 
    JEFF 
They worried you were dead. 
    RICHIE 
Did you worry too? 
    JEFF 
My theory was you were doing time somewhere. 
     No reply. 
You seem to have won Karen over. Never thought I’d see that day. She says you’ve changed. … 
Miraculous transformation? 
    RICHIE 
I had a problem. I made mistakes. You don’t make mistakes?  
    JEFF 
Mine are of the non-violent variety. 
    RICHIE 
Jesus, you talk like an old lady. 
    JEFF 
I’m not comfortable with you taking care of Dad. 
    RICHIE 
Well, he’s okay with it, so your comfort level isn’t a real issue here. 
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    JEFF 
I’ll want to hear that from him. 
    RICHIE 
You will. 
    JEFF 
Good. 
     Silence. 
If you’ve got all this money, why don’t you just pay for a private room and let him stay where he 
is? 
    RICHIE 
Alone? 
    JEFF 
Karen’s here. She goes to see him. The boys go. 
    RICHIE 
It’s getting harder on her. Kids are doing soccer and shit, she works. 
    JEFF 
She’s never said anything about it being too hard. 
    RICHIE 
Not to you, apparently. 
     A beat. 
You’re a very unforgiving person.  
    JEFF 
Excuse me? 
    RICHIE 
She forgives me. Mom and Dad – 
    JEFF 
Forgiveness is usually preceded by an apology. 
    RICHIE 
Okay. Spell it out, and I’ll apologize. 
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    JEFF 
Spell it out? 
    RICHIE 
Give me the list. All the shitty things I did to you. 
    JEFF 
I – 
    RICHIE 
You can narrow it to a Top 10, if there’s too many. 
    JEFF 
If you don’t know, I’m sure as hell not going to give you a list. 
    RICHIE 
You sound like a woman. The “if you don’t know” thing. 
    JEFF 
Everything that comes out of your mouth is a challenge, a dig or a threat. Do you realize that? 
    RICHIE 
I’ll have to ponder that. You like that? Ponder? 
    JEFF 
It would be nice, since we’re here and we have to talk, if we could just have, you know, a normal 
conversation. 
    RICHIE 
How do those go? 
      A beat. 
    JEFF 
I’m going to go to bed. 
    RICHIE 
Nice of Karen to let you stay here. 
    JEFF 
Yeah. I guess. 
    RICHIE 
Me, I stay in a hotel because I realize it’s crowded here. Don’t want to inconvenience anyone. 
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    JEFF 
I’ve always stayed with Karen and Charlie. 
    RICHIE 
And it probably wasn’t an inconvenience for them before the boys – 
    JEFF 
Karen is not inconvenienced by me. 
    RICHIE 
She wouldn’t tell you if she was. 
    JEFF 
She and I are close. We’ve always been close. In a way you couldn’t possibly understand. 
      A beat. 
    RICHIE 
It drives you nuts, doesn’t it? 
    JEFF 
What? 
    RICHIE 
That she likes me. 
    JEFF 
That doesn’t affect me one way or another. 
    RICHIE 
It drives you nuts. 
    JEFF 
Are you sure she likes you, or is she just grateful for the money? 
    RICHIE 
You telling me giving you guys money is a bad thing? 
    JEFF 
It’s a weird thing, okay? You’ve been horrible to us our entire lives. Now you’re waving cash 
around, and everything’s okay? 
    RICHIE 
Still haven’t heard any examples. Of the horribleness. 
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    JEFF 
Punching me awake. 
    RICHIE 
What? 
    JEFF 
I used to wake up to you punching me in the arm, sometimes in the stomach, because you 
thought it was funny. 
    RICHIE 
That never happened. 
    JEFF 
I have nightmares about it. I used to wake up screaming – 
    RICHIE 
You imagined that. You on medication? 
    JEFF 
If I went to school today with all the bruises and cuts you gave me, they’d call social services 
and have me taken out of the house. 
    RICHIE 
Brothers fight. 
    JEFF 
It wasn’t fighting, for Christ’s sake. That implies some kind of equal playing field. It was you 
beating the shit out of me. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
I can’t apologize for something that never happened. 
     A moment, as JEFF takes this in. 
    JEFF 
You know what? You’re right. I do “hate your guts” as you put it. And I did go out of my way 
not to be here when you were. As for medication, it’s 40 milligrams of Diazepram usually, but 
they upped me to 60 before this trip because knowing that I’d have to see you, I had panic 
attacks and broke out in hives. 
    RICHIE 
Jesus. You’re a fucking mess. 
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     A beat. 
    JEFF 
I’m surprised you came. 
    RICHIE 
Why? 
    JEFF 
Because it’s for Mom. 
    RICHIE 
Yeah? 
    JEFF 
And you’re the one who killed her. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
Fuck you. 
    JEFF 
You did. You fucking killed her a long time before she died. She spent decades worried sick 
about you. Although I never understood why she bothered. 
    RICHIE 
That is one mean fucking thing to say. 
     Silence. 
And it’s not true. 
    JEFF 
Sure about that? 
    RICHIE 
If you want to know the truth, I’m kind of surprised you’re here. 
    JEFF 
And why’s that? 
    RICHIE 
You didn’t come when she was dying. Why come now she’s dead? 
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    JEFF 
I was deep into mid-terms with my students and – 
    RICHIE 
And you couldn’t be bothered. 
    JEFF 
No one expected she’d go so fast. The doctor told Karen – 
    RICHIE 
Doctors don’t know shit. 
    JEFF 
Oh, but you do? 
    RICHIE 
I’m smart enough to realize what renal failure is. Or at least smart enough to look it up on 
Wikipedia. With all your degrees, you couldn’t do that? 
    JEFF 
I already knew what it meant. 
    RICHIE 
Just didn’t – 
    JEFF 
They said she had weeks, not days. 
    RICHIE 
Like I said, they don’t know shit. 
CHARLIE enters the kitchen. He’s barefoot in 
sweatpants and a football T-shirt, hair a little 
disheveled.  
    CHARLIE 
Hey guys. 
    RICHIE 
Hey, Charlie. Boys asleep? 
    CHARLIE 
One down. Same had a nightmare. Only Mom will do. 
He gets a soft drink from the fridge and joins them 
at the table. 
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    RICHIE 
Does he have nightmares a lot? 
    CHARLIE 
Once in a while. Probably something he watched on TV. 
    RICHIE 
Jeff wakes up screaming.  
    JEFF 
Oh, God – 
    RICHIE 
Jeff is very sensitive. We have to tip-toe around his emotions. 
      A beat. 
    CHARLIE 
So, did you get out to see your dad yet? 
    JEFF 
Not yet. 
    RICHIE 
I stopped there first. He’s doing okay. 
    CHARLIE 
Your dad’s kind of like the Energizer Bunny. He just keeps going. 
      A beat. To JEFF: 
How’s school and everything? 
    JEFF 
Busy, but good. How’s work? 
    CHARLIE 
Same. 
      A beat. 
    RICHIE 
Have you ever taken medication, Charlie? 
    CHARLIE 
Medication? 
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    RICHIE 
Like anti-depressants or anti-anxiety type stuff? 
    CHARLIE 
No, never needed those. 
    RICHIE 
Me neither. You know, there isn’t much research on the long-term effects. They haven’t been 
around long enough. People who take them for years and years could be totally fucking 
themselves up inside and have no idea. Just looking for a short-term high. 
    JEFF 
Anti-depressants do not make anyone high. 
    RICHIE 
They’re drugs. 
    JEFF 
And you know a thing or two about those. 
    RICHIE 
As a matter of fact, I do. I’m what you call a recovering addict. 
    JEFF 
Recovering? With a bottle of Jack Daniels in front of you? 
    RICHIE 
Drinking was never my issue. How many beers is that for you, by the way? 
    CHARLIE 
You know what would be great? 
    RICHIE 
What? 
    CHARLIE 
If both of you would cut the crap and – 
    JEFF 
Both? 
    CHARLIE 
– and help your sister get through a really tough day tomorrow. 
    RICHIE 
I think that’s an excellent idea. Count me in. 
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     A moment. 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    CHARLIE 
I remember when my dad died, my mom was just, like, crazy busy with details and things – 
    RICHIE 
How is Maureen? 
    CHARLIE 
Good. You’ll see her tomorrow … picking her up early before I get some of the relatives at the 
hotel. 
    JEFF 
Wait. 
     A pause. 
    RICHIE 
We’re waiting. 
    JEFF 
“How is Maureen?”  
     To CHARLIE: 
He knows your mother? 
    RICHIE 
We spent a lot of time at the hospital together, on the last visit. When you couldn’t make it. Very 
nice lady. 
    CHARLIE 
I should warn you, she’s vowed to kick your ass at Scrabble this time. 
     RICHIE and CHARLIE share a friendly laugh. 
    RICHIE 
She’s a worthy competitor, but we’ll see about that. 
    JEFF 
I met Maureen 13 years ago. At Charlie and Karen’s wedding. When you couldn’t make it. 
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    CHARLIE 
C’mon, Jeff – 
    JEFF 
I’ve spent Thanksgivings and Christmases with Maureen. I was there, with Maureen, when both 
the boys were baptized. Maureen and I go way back. 
     Awkward silence. 
    RICHIE 
You see what I mean about tip-toeing? 
    CHARLIE 
God, you two – 
    RICHIE 
Just like brothers, right? 
    CHARLIE 
I never had a brother. Thought it would be nice. 
    RICHIE 
It’s a mixed blessing at times. 
    JEFF 
What the fuck do you know about being a brother? 
    CHARLIE 
Hey – volume. Language. Small children, okay? 
    JEFF 
I’m sorry. 
     A beat.  
Charlie, is it inconvenient … I mean … would you prefer that I stay in a hotel when I come to 
visit? 
    CHARLIE 
You’ve always stayed here with us. The boys like that. 
    RICHIE 
But isn’t it kind of crowded for you all? 
    CHARLIE 
You’re both welcome here, any time. 
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    JEFF 
Both? We’re both welcome … So what you’re saying is, we’re on equal footing here? Me, your 
brother-in-law, who you’ve known for years – 
    CHARLIE 
Jeff – 
    JEFF 
– who’s the godfather of one of your children, who’s like, a legitimate part of your life … and 
him, your brother-in-law that made one fucking prodigal son visit – 
    CHARLIE 
You’re being – 
    JEFF 
Waving cash around though, right? Paying off mortgages and student loans – 
    RICHIE 
The nerve. 
    CHARLIE 
That was a very generous – 
    JEFF 
It’s fucking blood money. 
    CHARLIE 
The language –  
    RICHIE 
Ten-to-one he cashes the check. 
    JEFF 
What? 
    RICHIE 
You’ll go on hating me. You’ll go on feeling superior to me. But you will cash my check. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
I will not. I don’t need your money. And I don’t need anything else from you either. 
     Another beat. 
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    RICHIE 
Ten-to-one. 
     JEFF rises, starts to leave. 
    JEFF 
I’m going to bed. 
    RICHIE 
Everybody’s gotta pay the bills.  
     JEFF turns back. 
    JEFF 
I pay my bills with my job, asshole.  
    RICHIE 
Until recently. 
     Silence. JEFF freezes. 
This thing they have now called the Internet has equaled playing field. Between the braniacs and 
us normal folks, I mean. 
    CHARLIE 
Guys – 
    RICHIE 
Say, by way of example, an associate professor at a fairly prestigious university – not Harvard or 
Yale, mind you, but pretty impressive … Say he got himself into a little trouble, ethically 
speaking. 
     A beat. 
Now, this isn’t national headline news. Shit happens all the time, I’m guessing. What would I 
know about the hallowed halls? 
    CHARLIE 
Jeff? 
    RICHIE 
But this information, it does exist. It’s out there. People can find it. 
     A beat. 
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    JEFF 
It’s not – 
    RICHIE 
It’s not, what? True? From what I read, there’s an investigative panel that will determine that. 
And the part that interests me the most – on a personal level – is that this all went down a few 
weeks ago. So if, say, someone was on “academic leave” or something like that, he’d have been 
free to come see his dying mother. If he wanted to. 
    CHARLIE 
Let’s just – 
    JEFF 
Fuck you.  
    RICHIE 
Right back at ya. 
JEFF storms out of the room. The front door slams 
closed. 
That guy is seriously wound. 
    BOY’S VOICE (O.S.) 
Dad! Dad! 
    SECOND BOY’S VOICE (O.S.) 
MOM! 
     CHARLIE doesn’t budge for a moment. 
    BOY’S VOICE (O.S.) 
Daddy … I’m scared! 
     With that, CHARLIE is up and out. 
    CHARLIE (O.S.) 
It’s okay, son. I’m coming. Everything’s okay. 
RICHIE stares blankly into space. He pours another 
shot and slams it. Lights out. 
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    SCENE 3 
Middle of the night. KAREN, in her robe, sits at the 
table. She’s drinking tea again, her laptop open 
beside her. She receives a text, quickly reads it, 
jumps up and exits. The sound of the door opening 
and soft chatter. She leads JEFF into the kitchen. 
    KAREN 
Let me make you some hot tea – 
    JEFF 
No, I’m – 
    KAREN 
You must be freezing. Where did you go? 
    JEFF 
Can I have a beer instead? 
    KAREN 
Okay. 
     She gets him one, sits at the table next to him. 
    JEFF 
Thanks. 
     He takes a healthy swig. 
    KAREN 
I was worried. 
    JEFF 
I’m sorry. 
    KAREN 
Where have you been? 
    JEFF 
I walked to Polk Elementary … which you didn’t tell me is a church now.  
    KAREN 
Just last year. 
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    JEFF 
They still have swings though. 
    KAREN 
They do day care and stuff. 
     A beat. 
So you’ve been swinging? 
    JEFF 
Yeah. 
    KAREN 
Okay. 
     A beat. 
You could have called. Or texted. Or … something. 
    JEFF 
I said I was sorry. 
    KAREN 
Jeff, it’s two in the morning and … never mind. 
    JEFF 
What? 
    KAREN 
I don’t want to fight. 
    JEFF 
Why would we fight? 
     A beat. 
I wanted to make sure he was gone. 
    KAREN 
He left about 11 o’clock. To get some sleep. Which I’m not getting, as you may have noticed.  
    JEFF 
You could’ve – 
    KAREN 
My God, Jeff, we’re not kids anymore. What the hell are you doing here? 
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    JEFF 
What? 
    KAREN 
You’ve made absolutely no effort to get along with Richie since he got here. 
    JEFF 
Me? Do you hear how he – 
    KAREN 
Yes, I do. That’s him. He’s lacking in social skills, okay? I’m not denying that. But you’re 
supposed to be – 
    JEFF 
What? 
    KAREN 
A Grown up. You’re supposed to be … helping me with all this. 
    JEFF 
I cut all those vegetables. 
    KAREN 
Screw the vegetables. 
    JEFF 
Careful … language. 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
Have you thought to ask me, even once, how I’m doing about Mom? Cuz I’ll be honest with you 
– I’m not doing too well. I’m trying with everything I have to hold it together, and my brothers 
can’t put aside this stuff from decades ago long enough to recognize that I hurt. That I’m hurting, 
Jeff. 
     Silence. 
    JEFF 
Do you remember when Bobby Gharamani took my second place ribbon from field day and tore 
it up in front of me? 
    KAREN 
Yes. 
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    JEFF 
No reason. Just grabbed it from me and tore it up. 
    KAREN 
He was a seriously messed up kid. Probably in jail somewhere now. 
    JEFF 
He runs a marketing communications firm. Twin daughters. 
    KAREN 
How – 
    JEFF 
Facebook friend. 
     A beat. 
The next day at recess, when Mrs. Jordan wasn’t looking, Richie grabbed him by the ear and 
yanked him over to me. “Apologize to my little brother.” Bobby just stood there, crying I think, 
and didn’t say anything. Richie smacked him in the head and said, “Apologize to my little 
brother, asshole.” So he did. And Richie let go of him and kicked him in the ass so fell down in 
front of a whole bunch of kids. They all laughed. 
     A beat. 
Richie was 10. Bobby and I were 8. 
     Silence. 
    KAREN 
I guess, in his own way –  
    JEFF 
When Bobby Gharamani friended me, I accepted out of curiosity. You know? And he sent me a 
long private message, apologizing for the ribbon thing. 
    KAREN 
Well, that’s kind of … nice. 
    JEFF 
And then he said he’s also grown up in a “dysfunctional” home and he realized now how 
troubled my life must have been, and he hoped I’d found peace. 
     A beat. 
Did you know we grew up in a dysfunctional home? 
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    KAREN 
Um … yeah, I guess I did. 
    JEFF 
Mom and Dad, they – 
    KAREN 
They did the best they could. 
    JEFF 
Which wasn’t good enough. 
    KAREN 
They tried. Mom made us do family therapy, and – 
    JEFF 
They didn’t protect me. From him. 
     Silence. 
    KAREN 
Do you want to tell me about this trouble you’re in? 
    JEFF 
Didn’t he already take care of that? 
    KAREN 
No. But I … 
     She indicates the open laptop. 
    JEFF 
No secrets anymore. 
    KAREN 
How bad – 
    JEFF 
I’m going to lose my job. And get kicked out of the doctoral program. 
    KAREN 
Are you sure? 
     JEFF nods, yes. 
Were you … are you, in love with him? 
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    JEFF 
No. That’s the stupid part. I’m not. 
    KAREN 
Then why – 
    JEFF 
He’s just a sweet kid, you know? … And by “kid,” I mean, young man – 
    KAREN 
I know. 20. I read it. 
    JEFF 
Not the sharpest tool in the shed, really struggling in my class … but trying so hard, you know? 
And he’s really … and I could tell he thinks I’m the most brilliant guy in the world … and I … I 
just wanted to … 
JEFF breaks down. KAREN holds him in her arms. 
After a bit: 
    KAREN 
You messed up. 
    JEFF 
Yeah.  
She rocks him gently in her arms for a few silent 
seconds. Then she lets him go. 
    KAREN 
We still have tomorrow to get through. And we’ll do it, for Mom. And for Dad. 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    KAREN 
We will be in the front pew. This is the order in which we will sit: You, me, Dad, Charlie, Tyler, 
Sam, Maureen and Richie. Get it? Opposite ends. No need to interact. Just sit quietly and show 
your respects to your mother. 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    KAREN 
And then I want you to think about some things. Like, maybe moving back to St. Louis? 
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    JEFF 
I don’t – 
    KAREN 
No decisions tonight. We’re getting through tomorrow, and then we’re going to do some 
thinking. Okay? 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    KAREN 
And you should think about taking the money. 
    JEFF 
I can’t – 
    KAREN 
For whatever reason, it’s come at a good time for you. 
     A beat. 
Can’t you just … can’t you forgive your brother and take what he’s offering? … He did kick the 
crap out of Bobby Gharamani for you. Maybe that’s the best he has.  
She rises and hugs him from behind, as she did 
earlier. 
I’m going to bed. You should too. 
     She turns to leave. 
    JEFF 
Karen. 
    KAREN 
Yeah? 
    JEFF 
After Bobby fell, and the kids were laughing … Richie came up to me and kicked me in the 
stomach with his hard boot. I fell over, holding my stomach, and he said, “Learn to take care of 
yourself, you little faggot.” … And everyone quit laughing at Bobby. 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
We’d better get some sleep. 
55
     Black out. 
     END OF ACT I 
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ACT II 
    SCENE 1 
Same setting. Fourteen months later. As the lights 
come up, KAREN and JEFF enter, both bundled up 
in heavy winter clothing and each carrying several 
plastic grocery bags. They take off hats, coats, 
scarves, etc., and put away groceries during the 
following. 
    JEFF 
What did you do? 
    KAREN 
I told her, “Dogs bark, you know?” It’s not like they’re out at night, and it’s a fenced-in yard, so 
they’re never in her space. 
    JEFF 
Exactly. 
    KAREN 
She just stormed back into her house, and then she actually called the city or the county or 
whatever and registered a complaint. 
    JEFF 
You’re kidding. 
    KAREN 
No, really. Now we have to monitor their outdoor time, and if they make any noise at all, we 
bring ‘em right back in. It’s insane. I felt like a criminal just leaving them out while we ran to the 
store. 
    JEFF 
What a cranky old bitch. 
    KAREN 
She gets meaner with each passing year. Charlie took a bottle of wine over, as sort of a peach 
offering. It was a pretty high-end Merlot. She took one look at it, said “I prefer Shiraz,” and 
slammed the door in his face. 
    JEFF 
Oh my God. 
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    KAREN 
It’s like she’s totally forgotten the times Charlie shoveled her driveway or helped her move 
furniture around. You try to be a good neighbor – 
    JEFF 
I couldn’t even tell you the first name of any of my neighbors. 
    KAREN 
Seriously? 
    JEFF 
We keep to ourselves in the complex. 
    KAREN 
Well, maybe there’s some advantage to that. … Have you seen the tomato sauce? 
    JEFF 
Here. 
    KAREN 
Set that on the counter, don’t put it up. 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    KAREN 
And the lasagna noodles and the ricotta if you come across those. 
    JEFF 
Mmm, I love your lasagna. 
    KAREN 
As much as Mom’s? 
    JEFF 
We’ll call it a tie. 
    KAREN 
I’ve fiddled with her recipe some. She was more of a real cook. I take some shortcuts, but it’s not 
bad.   
    JEFF 
It’s great. 
    KAREN 
I’m going to show you how to make it later. 
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    JEFF 
I’m not good with much but sandwiches and crock pot concoctions. 
    KAREN 
High time you learned then. You have cooking things, right? 
    JEFF 
Like? 
    KAREN 
Like a Pyrex pan to cook a lasagna it? And mixing bowls, and pots? 
     JEFF shakes his head, no. 
You need to get married. That’s how you get all that stuff in one fell swoop. 
    JEFF 
I don’t know. Now that I can get married, I don’t really want to. Not like there are any prospects 
anyway.  
    KAREN 
You’re not seeing anyone? 
    JEFF 
Nope. 
    KAREN 
Why not? 
    JEFF 
Don’t meet anyone I like. … I’m not too worried about that anyway. And I’m good with my 
sandwiches and occasional crock pot roast.  
    KAREN 
Okay, since you like the crock pot, I’ll email you a bunch of easy recipes. 
    JEFF 
Cool. 
    KAREN 
Did I forget the onion? 
    JEFF 
Not seeing any. 
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    KAREN 
Dammit. I always forget something. 
She pulls her cell phone from her pocket and 
presses a quick dial number. 
Honey, would you mind stopping and picking up an onion on the way home? … I know, sorry. 
Thanks. See you soon, love you. 
     She hangs up, puts phone back in her pocket. 
I know he’s thinking, “You’ve got time … get the damn onion yourself.” 
    JEFF 
How are you liking that, having more time? 
    KAREN 
It’s great. I get the boys on the bus in the morning, and I’m back by the time they get home. I 
should have gone part-time a long time ago. You want some coffee? 
    JEFF 
Sure. I’ll make it. You want some? 
    KAREN 
Yeah, thanks. 
     He prepares the coffee. 
How’s your job? 
    JEFF 
It’s okay.  
    KAREN 
Just okay? 
    JEFF 
It’s fine, just not what I pictured myself doing. 
    KAREN 
I think it’s kind of cool. You’re an editor, like Lou Grant or Perry White. 
    JEFF 
Hardly. It’s text books. Clark and Lois rarely drop in. 
    KAREN 
Still – 
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    JEFF 
It’s fine. It’s a job. 
     A beat. 
I want to go back to teaching. 
    KAREN 
Is that going to be … possible? 
    JEFF 
I’m hoping. 
     A beat. 
    KAREN 
Well then … I hope so too. … Can I talk to you about something? 
    JEFF 
You mean the elephant in the room? 
    KAREN 
One of them. Sit down. 
     They both sit. 
When they get here tomorrow, I really want it to be nice. 
    JEFF 
I know. 
    KAREN 
No fighting. God, please, no fighting. 
    JEFF 
I know. 
    KAREN 
And I really wish you’d check out of that hotel and stay here with us. 
    JEFF 
No. Thanks, but no. I think I’ll like the privacy. And I don’t like putting Tyler out of his room. 
It’s fine. 
    KAREN 
As long as you know you’re welcome, okay? 
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    JEFF 
I do. 
    KAREN 
And I would have gladly picked you up at the airport. I kind of miss the old routine. 
    JEFF 
I know. Me too. 
    KAREN 
Just be prepared, okay? Dad’s failed a lot. When we were there in June, he looked so much older. 
More frail. I think he just misses Mom all the time. … But it will be good for him to see all three 
of us, together. That matters to him. 
    JEFF 
Especially if we all fight? 
    KAREN 
You are so not funny. 
    JEFF 
Why are they driving? 
    KAREN 
Richie just thought it would be easier. Dad can sleep most of the way, and they don’t have to 
deal with going through security and getting on and off planes and all that. It’s hard on an old 
man. 
    JEFF 
Yeah. 
    KAREN 
They can take their time. They’ll stay over in Oklahoma tonight and finish driving in tomorrow. 
    JEFF 
So he’s old and frail. Did he seem … happy? 
     KAREN hesitates for a moment. 
    KAREN 
I think so. He loves the weather. Sits outside a lot on the front porch during the day. And he and 
Richie watch a Bonanza episode religiously every night. They have the whole DVD set – like, 
over 400 episodes. They can go a whole year without seeing the same one twice. 
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    JEFF 
That’s the good life, alright. 
    KAREN 
Dad’s needs are pretty simple, Jeff. 
    JEFF 
I know. 
    KAREN 
So … there will be lasagna, cooked tonight and reheated tomorrow, because that is how it’s best. 
There will be wine and garlic bread and a big delicious salad. There will be no fighting and we 
will all have a wonderful time. 
    JEFF 
   (with feigned enthusiasm) 
Yay! 
    KAREN 
You’re such a cynic. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Does he know? 
    KAREN 
What? 
    JEFF 
Dad. Does he know about my … the trouble I ran into? 
    KAREN 
No, of course not. 
    JEFF 
You’re sure? 
    KAREN 
What would be the point? 
    JEFF 
You don’t think Richie – 
    KAREN 
I talked that over with him. 
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    JEFF 
And? 
    KAREN 
And we agreed it was something Dad didn’t need to … deal with. 
    JEFF 
So why does he think I switched jobs? 
    KAREN 
He never understood why you stayed in school so long anyway. “A good, solid, steady job – 
that’s what he needs.” Seriously. He was happy to hear it.  
    JEFF 
Glad I could do something to make him happy. 
    KAREN 
It makes me happy that you’re here.  
     Offstage, the sound of dogs barking. 
Oh God, I’ve got to get them in before Nazi Neighbor strikes. Pour me a cup of that. 
She exits quickly. Sound of back door opening and 
her voice, “Buster! Benji!” Then the door closing. 
JEFF pours the coffee for the two of them, sits at 
the table and browses through a newspaper.  
After a few moments, the sound of the door opening 
and closing again. KAREN enters, shaken, holding 
her cell phone. JEFF looks up and sees her. 
    JEFF 
What’s – 
    KAREN 
That was Richie. They’re in some little town in Texas – 
    JEFF 
Karen? 
    KAREN 
And Dad’s dead. 
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They are both silent. Offstage, the dogs begin to 
bark again. 
Lights out. 
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    SCENE 2 
Evening, several days later. The kitchen is empty as 
the lights come up. Loud, raucous laughter 
accompanies the sound of the front door opening 
and shutting. Enter RICHIE and CHARLIE. They 
have been drinking. CHARLIE is drunk like a 
carefree teenager; RICHIE is in a darker, edgier 
place. They are bundled for the cold weather and 
take off coats, etc., as they talk and prepare more 
drinks. 
    CHARLIE 
Beer? 
    RICHIE 
Got anything harder? 
    CHARLIE 
I think so. 
     He searches through a cabinet. 
Aha! Johnny Walker Red okay? 
    RICHIE 
That should do the trick. 
    CHARLIE 
Got it as a Christmas gift a couple of years ago. Always forget I have it. 
    RICHIE 
That wouldn’t happen at my place. 
    CHARLIE 
You can really … what did my dad always say? Hold your own! You can definitely hold your 
own. 
    RICHIE 
Yeah. 
    CHARLIE 
Can’t believe I let you drive us home. Don’t tell Karen. 
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    RICHIE 
Your secret is safe. 
    CHARLIE 
It’s not technically a secret that I’m a lightweight. …That’s what my dad called someone who 
couldn’t hold his own. 
    RICHIE 
Well, you’ve got responsibilities. 
    CHARLIE 
Not tonight! Pour me one of those. 
    RICHIE 
Coming right up. 
      He pours them each a drink. 
A toast? 
    CHARLIE 
Shit, I was never good at those. …And seriously, don’t get me in trouble with your sister. 
    RICHIE 
I’ll take care of it. How about … to your mother? 
    CHARLIE 
Damn straight! To my mother, God love her. To my mother for all the wonderful things she’s 
done, most importantly – keeping the boys overnight. 
    RICHIE 
Cheers. 
    CHARLIE 
Damn straight. … Man, I can’t remember the last time I just hung out, you know, in a bar, 
having drinks and playing darts and shit. Damn straight! 
    RICHIE 
It was fun.  
    CHARLIE 
Damn straight … Shit, I say that a lot when I’m drunk, don’t I? 
      He gets an attack of the giggles. 
What the hell does that mean anyway? “Damn straight.” That’s a weird expression. 
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    RICHIE 
Damn straight. 
CHARLIE laughs way out of proportion to 
the humor quotient.  
What time are they gonna be home? 
    CHARLIE 
Don’t know. They said it was a late movie, I think. 
CHARLIE leans in for confidential drunk 
talk. 
Okay, we tell her we took a cab. Got it? … Only, no, wait! If we took a cab, how is your car 
here? There’s a hole in the plan. 
    RICHIE 
Don’t worry. I’ll take care of it. 
    CHARLIE 
And I thank you for that. Sincerely.  
      They lean back and drink in silence. 
So, how you doing, man? I mean, how you doing … about your dad and everything? 
    RICHIE 
Okay, I guess. 
    CHARLIE 
That had to be rough. 
    RICHIE 
Yeah.  
    CHARLIE 
Karen was just, like, so sad that she didn’t get to see him again. And Jeff – 
    RICHIE 
– didn’t give a shit. 
    CHARLIE 
Let me ask you something. … Why are you so hard on him all the time? 
68
    RICHIE 
Am I? 
    CHARLIE 
Jesus, God, yes! You both are just so … hard on each other. Like, all the time. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
If he really wanted to see our dad, he could have come with you guys last summer. Or any other 
time.  
    CHARLIE 
Well jeez, he came here, you know, for that. To see him. 
    RICHIE 
A little too late. Again. 
    CHARLIE 
You guys even talk this visit? 
    RICHIE 
Not much. 
    CHARLIE 
This could be the last time you see each other. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
What do you mean? 
    CHARLIE 
No parents to come see anymore.  
     A beat. 
I just think it’s sad. I would have liked to have a brother. 
Front door opens. KAREN and JEFF, more sedate, 
enter. KAREN takes off her winter bundles over the 
following. JEFF does not.  
    KAREN 
Hey guys. 
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    RICHIE 
Hello. 
    CHARLIE 
   (a little too enthusiastically) 
Hi, honey! 
    KAREN 
Did you guys have fun? 
    CHARLIE 
Oh God, yeah. How was the movie? 
    KAREN 
Pretty good. Jeff liked it more than I did. 
    RICHIE 
Was it arty and deep, like with Meryl Streep or some shit? 
    KAREN 
Kind of arty, I guess. 
    CHARLIE 
   (struggling with enunciation) 
Arty’s good sometimes. I like arty. 
    KAREN 
How much have you had to drink, sweetie? 
    CHARLIE 
Richie drove. There wasn’t a cab! 
    KAREN 
I’m going to make you a cup of tea. 
    CHARLIE 
Okey doke. 
     She goes to the stove to make the tea. 
    RICHIE 
Wanna drink? 
    JEFF 
No, thanks. 
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    RICHIE 
You gonna stay a while? 
    JEFF 
I’m leaving in the morning. 
    RICHIE 
Yeah, Karen told me. I meant tonight. 
An awkward silence. JEFF reaches into his jacket 
pocket and pulls out an envelope. He moves toward 
the table and hands it to RICHIE. 
    JEFF 
Here. 
    RICHIE 
What is it? 
    JEFF 
It’s a check. Toward repaying you. 
    RICHIE 
Huh. 
    JEFF 
Things are, you know, back on track, financially. I’m saving, and I can afford to pay you back. 
…Not all at once, of course. 
RICHIE lays the envelope on the table and pushes it 
away from him. 
    RICHIE 
It was a gift, not a loan. 
    JEFF 
I know. But I’d feel better if I could pay you back. 
    RICHIE 
Suit yourself. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Where did you get all that money? 
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     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
Sit down and have a drink with me and your brother-in-law. 
    KAREN 
No more drinks for the brother-in-law. 
    CHARLIE 
Damn … straight. 
Despite his best efforts, CHARLIE gets the giggles 
again. JEFF holds still for a moment, then takes off 
his coat and sits down. RICHIE pours drinks for 
JEFF and himself. After a moment: 
    RICHIE 
Why is it so important to know where the money came from? 
    JEFF 
It just is. 
    CHARLIE 
Curiosity. It kills cats, but it’s normal. 
    RICHIE 
Charlie never asked me questions. I told him the truth – investments – and he believed me. Karen 
too. 
    KAREN 
Please leave me out of this. 
    CHARLIE 
Honey – 
    KAREN 
    (angry) 
Charlie. 
    CHARLIE 
Sorry. 
     A tense silence. Then: 
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    RICHIE 
Kansas City Southern. 
    JEFF 
What? 
    RICHIE 
Kansas City Southern. It’s the best performing stock of the past 20 to 25 years. Total return on 
investment since April 1992: 19,030 percent, according to a recent issue of Forbes magazine. Of 
course, they didn’t have to tell me.  
    JEFF 
Kansas City – 
    RICHIE 
Southern. Started off as mainly a railroad thing, but there was a money management component 
also and that’s what really took off. They trade as Janus Group now. 
    JEFF 
And you – 
    RICHIE 
Researched and invested. Bought and sold. Wisely. There’s a little luck involved, I’m not saying 
there’s not. But mostly, I was just … smart. So, if you’re paying me back because you’re worried 
that it’s dirty money, you can quit worrying. It’s legit. 
    JEFF 
But – 
    RICHIE 
And even though a lot of analysts think the best days for Janus are yet to come, I am properly 
diversified. You never want to put all your eggs in one basket. Mom used to say that, remember? 
    JEFF 
Yeah. 
    RICHIE 
So … any more questions? 
    JEFF 
I … 
    RICHIE 
Go ahead. 
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    JEFF 
I got nothing. 
    CHARLIE 
How did you learn how to do all of that? 
    RICHIE 
I guess you could say, a lack of options. 
    CHARLIE 
I don’t – 
    RICHIE 
High school dropout. Recovering drug addict. 
    CHARLIE 
Yeah. 
    RICHIE 
I wanted better. Didn’t think I should have to pay for my mistakes forever. Didn’t seem fair to 
me.  
     A beat. 
    CHARLIE 
That is so cool. 
    JEFF 
So … 
    RICHIE 
Yeah? 
    JEFF 
All those times that you disappeared for like, years at a time … and Mom thought you were 
dead, and I thought you were in prison … Why now? Why just since they got sick? I mean, why 
didn’t you reemerge triumphantly a long time ago. 
     RICHIE finishes his drink and pours another. 
    RICHIE 
I had some issues to work through. 
    JEFF 
What kind of issues? 
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    RICHIE 
Nothing that’d interest you. 
JEFF finishes his drink. RICHIE starts to 
pour him another, but JEFF waves him off. 
KAREN brings tea to Charlie. 
    KAREN 
Drink this. 
    CHARLIE 
I’m not thirsty. 
    KAREN 
Drink it. 
    RICHIE 
If he doesn’t want to drink it – 
    KAREN 
I don’t want to hear from you right now. 
    RICHIE 
C’mon, it’s – 
    KAREN 
   (a genuine, loss-of-control outburst) 
I’m not going to have this in my house! I had enough of that in our house growing up. You 
understand me? I’m not going to have it in my house. Not with my husband. 
She leaves. The guys sit quietly 
for a moment. 
    CHARLIE 
I think I might be in trouble. 
    RICHIE 
Me too, I guess. What the fuck. 
    JEFF 
She’s on a crusade. Thinks Richie and I both drink too much. She bent my ear about that tonight. 
Your timing was bad, Charlie. That’s all. 
    CHARLIE 
Jeez, I hardly ever drink. I screw up one time? 
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    RICHIE 
Damn straight! 
     CHARLIE laughs, less heartily than before. 
You know when our parents really fucked up? 
    CHARLIE 
When they painted the house blue. 
    JEFF 
What? 
    RICHIE 
Everything went to hell after they painted the house. It was always white. Should have stayed 
white. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
What … what the hell does that have to do with … anything? 
    RICHIE 
We grew up in this nice white house. And everything was okay, you know, it was even kind of 
nice. And then one day, for some fucking reason – I was 9 – they decided to paint it blue. 
Nothing was ever good after that. 
     A beat. 
    CHARLIE 
Was there something in the paint? 
    JEFF 
That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. 
    RICHIE 
Hey! I don’t like being called stupid, asshole. 
    JEFF 
I didn’t call you – 
    RICHIE 
Stupidest thing you ever heard? And who said it? I did. You may have three hundred degrees, 
but you’re not gonna call me stupid. 
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    JEFF 
I’m sorry, okay? I’m just saying – What the hell does the color of the house have to do with 
Mom and Dad and our lives and everything else? 
      RICHIE pours another drink. 
    RICHIE 
They switched it all up on us, with no notice. It’s white, it’s always been white … then I come 
home one day and the front half is blue. Next thing I know, the whole fucking thing is blue. No 
warning. Just change. Out of the blue. 
    CHARLIE 
Out of the blue? Like the house. 
      CHARLIE gets the giggles again. 
    RICHIE 
Was I consulted? Did they ask me if I wanted to live in a goddamn blue house? 
    JEFF 
You were a kid. 
    RICHIE 
So? Everything went to shit after that. I could have told them. 
    CHARLIE 
How did it go to shit? 
    RICHIE 
Our mom went back to work. Our dad started drinking all the time – 
    JEFF 
Dad always drank – 
    RICHIE 
Not when it was white. 
    JEFF 
Okay, your perspective is fascinating, but I’ve gotta say, it’s a load of crap. Mom went back to 
work because they needed the money. Dad drank because he wanted to, and because he was 
probably an alcoholic – 
    RICHIE 
Bullshit. 
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    JEFF 
Jesus – 
    RICHIE 
Did he live with you for over a year? No? That’s right – he lived with me. And he hardly ever 
drank. 
    JEFF 
Because he was on, like, fourteen different medications … wait, hardly ever? 
    RICHIE 
Just wasn’t interested most of the time. 
    JEFF 
And when he was interested? You gave Dad alcohol on top of all those pills he was taking?  
    RICHIE 
Yeah. When he wanted it. Why the hell not? 
    JEFF 
Jesus, I don’t know … maybe cuz it could kill him? 
    RICHIE 
    (to Charlie) 
He was this fucking dramatic even when he was a little kid. 
    CHARLIE 
I should go to bed.  
    RICHIE 
    (to Jeff) 
You got something you wanna say? 
    JEFF 
Was he drinking the day he died? 
    RICHIE 
No, so you can call off the cops. I didn’t fucking murder Dad. I let him have a beer once in a 
while when he wanted one. 
    CHARLIE 
Yeah, I’m going to bed.  
      He gets up, unsteadily. 
Be nice to each other, okay? You’re brothers. And I wish I’d had one. Damn straight. 
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      He leaves. A long, strained silence. 
    RICHIE 
Want a shot? 
    JEFF 
Why the hell not? 
      RICHIE pours them each one. 
    RICHIE 
What’s with Karen’s drinking thing? 
    JEFF 
I don’t know. 
    RICHIE 
I’ll take care of it. 
    JEFF 
How you gonna do that? 
    RICHIE 
I take care of things. It’s what I do. 
      JEFF laughs. 
Why is that funny? 
    JEFF 
I don’t know. 
    RICHIE 
What time you leaving? 
    JEFF 
Flight’s at noon. You? 
    RICHIE 
Staying one more day. 
    JEFF 
Ah. 
     A beat. 
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    RICHIE 
I took care of you. 
    JEFF 
Yes, you did. The money got me out of a big hole. Thank you. 
    RICHIE 
I always took care of you. 
    JEFF 
Right. 
    RICHIE 
When Mom and Dad went to Las Vegas for the weekend, same time that they had the house 
painted – 
    JEFF 
That wasn’t the same time. 
    RICHIE 
It fucking was. 
    JEFF 
Okay. 
    RICHIE 
And we stayed on Riley Street with the Pritchards. …You remember that room down in the 
basement with the twin beds? 
 
    JEFF 
Yeah. Belonged to the one who was off at college. 
    RICHIE 
We slept down there. You were seven. 
    JEFF 
Yeah. 
    RICHIE 
Mr. Pritchard liked you. 
    JEFF 
He was nice. He liked all of us. 
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    RICHIE 
He was an asshole. And he especially liked you. 
    JEFF 
Oh God, is this leading in to how Mom and Dad liked me better too, cuz I’m really – 
    RICHIE 
He was jacking off over your bed. 
     Silence. 
 
I woke up and saw him … and I said … “What are you –?” … He told me to be quiet, and he 
kept on stroking it, looking at you. And then back at me. And he said, really quiet, “You wanna 
watch me fuck your little brother?” 
     A beat. 
I said, “No” … and he said, “Maybe we can work something out.” … He took me into the other 
part of the basement. That night. And the next. 
     A beat. 
And then we went home … and the house was blue. 
JEFF sits silently as RICHIE rises. He puts on his 
coat without speaking. Once he is bundled and 
ready to leave:   
    RICHIE 
I did hit you a lot. But I also took care of you. I’d like a little appreciation. 
He starts to leave, turns back to grab both the bottle 
and the envelope. He exits. The door shuts. JEFF 
sits alone.  
Lights out. 
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    SCENE 3 
Around the kitchen table eating breakfast: RICHIE, 
KAREN and CHARLIE. CHARLIE looks like hell. 
    RICHIE 
The omelet … What’s in it? 
    KAREN 
Just tomato and mushroom, and some cheese. 
    RICHIE 
It’s … good. Thank you. 
    KAREN 
Glad you like it. And you’re welcome. 
     They continue eating in silence. 
    RICHIE 
Are we still in trouble? 
    KAREN 
You’re not. He is. 
CHARLIE makes a mock toast gesture with his 
juice glass. 
    RICHIE 
You care if I take the boys to a movie this afternoon? 
    KAREN 
What time? 
    RICHIE 
1:15.  
    KAREN 
Kid-friendly?  
    RICHIE 
Pixar. 
    KAREN 
Knock yourself out. (To CHARLIE:) Honey, call your mother and tell her she doesn’t need to 
bring them home. Richie will pick them up before the movie and bring them home after. 
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    CHARLIE 
Okay. 
    KAREN 
    (fake cheerful) 
Why don’t you do that right now, honey, after you let the dogs out and put a load of laundry in? 
CHARLIE rises and slowly leaves without 
comment. 
    RICHIE 
Jesus. I’m glad I’m out of trouble. 
    KAREN 
Too harsh? 
    RICHIE 
Like ice. 
     She laughs a little. 
    KAREN 
Nothing like Mom. Remember how she could freeze Dad out? 
    RICHIE 
Hard to forget. 
    KAREN 
Just between us, my plan is to punish him for a few more hours, until he’s finished all the stuff 
I’ve been after him to do for weeks. 
    RICHIE 
Shrewd. 
    KAREN 
I know what I’m doing, brother. 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
So … you think I drink too much? 
    KAREN 
Richie, you do drink too much.  
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    RICHIE 
Probably. 
    KAREN 
Are you doing to do something about that?  
    RICHIE 
Probably not. 
    KAREN 
I figured. 
     A realization hits her. 
Oh God … it is only at night, right? 
    RICHIE 
Yeah, why? 
    KAREN 
Because, honest to God, I can’t tell when you’re drunk or when you’ve been drinking, and I’d be 
like the worst mother in the world if I turned my kids over to you without – 
    RICHIE 
Jesus, I don’t drink during the day. If you don’t think I’m good enough to watch your fucking 
kids – 
    KAREN 
Richie, cool it. With the language and all of it. This isn’t about you. I am a mother and I have a 
right to know if their uncle has been drinking before I send my boys off in a car with him. And 
you – you do not have the right to get all profane and hateful with me for that.  
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
Okay. I’m sorry … and I’m sober. 
     She leans in close to him. 
    KAREN 
Breathe. 
     Reluctantly, he does. She sits back, satisfied. 
Okay, they get one treat each. If they want popcorn, get the medium and make them share. None 
of that fake butter crap. 
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    RICHIE 
Got it. 
    KAREN 
   (rising and collecting dishes) 
And no caffeine. 
The doorbell rings. Yelling, as she continues to 
clear:  
It’s open. 
     After a moment, JEFF enters, holding his coat. 
    JEFF 
Hey.  
    KAREN 
   (kissing him on the cheek) 
Hi. I didn’t think you were gonna make it. We already ate. 
    JEFF 
That’s okay. 
    KAREN 
You want me to fix you something? 
    JEFF 
No, I’m good. 
    KAREN 
Well, sit down and have some coffee. 
     He pours himself a cup and sits. 
    JEFF 
Hey. 
    RICHIE 
Hey. 
     Sound of dogs barking. KAREN yells: 
    KAREN 
Charlie! Dogs! 
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     After a moment, to JEFF, very pleasant: 
Oh, you’re going to need to go by Maureen’s to say goodbye to the boys. 
    JEFF 
How come? 
    KAREN 
Richie’s taking them to the show later.  
JEFF and RICHIE both laugh, without looking at 
each other. 
What? 
    JEFF 
Nothing. 
    KAREN 
No – what? 
    JEFF 
It’s just sometimes you sound so much like Mom ... taking them to “the show.” No one under 80 
calls it “the show.” 
    RICHIE 
It’s better than “the picture show.” 
    JEFF 
Slightly. 
    KAREN 
Oh, you’re both hilarious. I’m so lucky to have comedians for brothers. 
     JEFF spies CHARLIE’s mostly untouched plate. 
    JEFF 
Didn’t Charlie eat? 
    KAREN 
He ate. And now he is doing my bidding. If you’re smart, you’ll leave it at that. 
    JEFF 
What did I miss? 
86
    RICHIE 
Back off. She’s on a roll.  
    KAREN 
And you know why? Because I realized something last night, which for some reason took me 
over a year to understand. I am the matriarch of this family now. Aunt Margaret is by marriage, 
and Aunt Dee is on Dad’s side. Which leaves … Me. Oldest of the cousins, older than the hills 
and not to be messed with. Do we have an understanding? 
    JEFF 
I guess. 
    RICHIE 
Uh – 
    KAREN 
Good. From now on, in addition to your love – which I know I have, from both of you – and 
your respect – which you could both work a little harder at showing – I’m expecting a small but 
healthy dose of fear. Keep treating each other like shit if that makes you happy somehow … but 
don’t fuck with the matriarch.  
     A beat. 
Now, if you’ll excuse me, there’s a change of plan. I have been a little too hard on my husband, 
and I’m going to go apologize and tell him how much I love him … if he put the laundry in.  
     She exits. A couple of beats. 
    JEFF 
Definitely on a roll. 
    RICHIE 
Yup. 
     A beat. 
    JEFF 
Can I ask you something? 
    RICHIE 
Go for it. 
    JEFF 
How … I mean, how … rich are you? 
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    RICHIE 
Filthy stinkin’. 
    JEFF 
Even after … I mean you gave a ton of money to Karen and me. 
    RICHIE 
Loaned, in your case. 
    JEFF 
Right. And you’re still loaded? 
    RICHIE  
Rolling in it. 
      A beat. 
But they’re right. The old bullshit expression, I mean. It doesn’t buy happiness. Just women and 
stuff. 
    JEFF 
What would make you happy? 
    RICHIE 
I don’t know. …What would make you happy? 
    JEFF 
I don’t know. 
      A beat. 
I appreciate that you took care of Dad. 
    RICHIE 
Save it. 
    JEFF 
I’m just trying – 
    RICHIE 
I know. It’s not necessary. I enjoyed having the time with him. 
    JEFF 
God, you two hated each other. The way you used to fight – 
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    RICHIE 
It changed.  
    JEFF 
How does something like that suddenly change? 
    RICHIE 
Suddenly? 
    JEFF 
Okay, how does it ever change? 
    RICHIE 
I don’t know. But sometimes it does. 
     A beat. 
Why do you ask about the money anyway? 
    JEFF 
No reason. 
    RICHIE 
C’mon. 
    JEFF 
I don’t know … I guess I’m just sort of … impressed? 
    RICHIE 
Well, who’d have seen that coming? You’d better go say goodbye to Charlie and the matriarch 
and get over to Maureen’s if you’re gonna make your flight. 
    JEFF 
Yeah. 
     A beat. 
Can … can I – 
    RICHIE 
What? 
    JEFF 
Can I … have my check back? 
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    RICHIE 
What? 
    JEFF 
My check. I want it back. 
    RICHIE 
Why? 
    JEFF 
Not sure. But I want it. 
    RICHIE 
And why the hell do you think I’d give it to you? 
    JEFF 
I don’t know. … Forgiveness? 
     A beat. 
    RICHIE 
I’ll mail it to you. 
     JEFF rises, putting on his coat. 
    JEFF 
I’m gonna go say goodbye. 
    RICHIE 
Yeah. 
    JEFF 
It was …um, it’s … good … to see you. 
JEFF extends his hand. After a moment, RICHIE 
rises and shakes it. They stare at each other, and it 
looks as if they might hug. But they don’t. 
Lights out. 
END OF PLAY. 
90
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left to right: Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff and Britney Walker- Merritte as Karen in Poor 
Relations, Studio 404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 25-28, 2014. Photo by Ashley Cohea, 
used with permission. 
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Left to right: Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff, Britney Walker- Merritte as Karen and Chris Hecke as 
Richie in Poor Relations, Studio 404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 25-28, 2014. Photo by 
Ashley Cohea, used with permission. 
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Left to right: Damian Dena as Charlie, Chris Hecke as Richie and Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff in 
Poor Relations, Studio 404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 25-28, 2014. Photo by Ashley Cohea, 
used with permission. 
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Left to right: Damian Dena as Charlie, Britney Walker- Merritte as Karen, Johnathan Jarmon as 
Jeff and Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff in Poor Relations, Studio 404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 
25-28, 2014. Photo by Ashley Cohea, used with permission. 
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Left to right: Damian Dena as Charlie, Britney Walker- Merritte as Karen and Chris Hecke as 
Richie in Poor Relations, Studio 404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 25-28, 2014. Photo by 
Ashley Cohea, used with permission. 
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Left to right: Chris Hecke as Richie and Johnathan Jarmon as Jeff in Poor Relations, Studio 
404, University of Arkansas, Sept. 25-28, 2014. Photo by Ashley Cohea, used with permission. 
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LITTLE FOOTSTEPS (Ben) 
LEND ME A TENOR (Saunders) 
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FILM/TELEVISION ACTING 
 
Documentary UP AMONG THE HILLS: THE STORY OF FAYETTEVILLE, directed by Larry 
Foley and narrated by President Bill Clinton. Role: Murray Sheehan (voice), 2012. Commercial 
PENALTY CALL for Collier Drug Store, directed by Daniel Bertallato. Role: Football husband 
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(lead), 2012.Commercial CALL IN SICK for Collier Drug Store, directed by Daniel Bertallato. 
Role: Nosy neighbor (lead), 2012. 
Feature NEAPOLITAN, directed by Todd Mattson.  Role: Murderous chef (featured), 2013. 
Feature THE MAN IN THE TRUNK, directed by Marc Hampson. Role: Bill (principal), 2014. 
Feature YOUR LOCAL NEWS, directed by Joshua Irwin.  Role: Laurence Modine (principal), 
2014. 
Short THIS TIME TOMORROW, directed by John Owen. Role: Steve (principal), 2015. 
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OH, THAT BOB!, original one-person show. Self-directed and performed, produced at Studio 
404 (2013). 
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at Studio 404 (2014). 
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Play Festival (Spring 2013) and performed in full production at Studio 404 (Fall 2014). STEAK 
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DIRECTING 
 
Director, THE PHILADELPHIA (one-act), Emporia State University Directing Class Showcase, 
Spring 2010. 
Assistant Director, THE VAGINA MONOLOGUES, Barn Players of Kansas City, Summer 
2010. 
Director, selected scenes, WHO’S AFRAID OF VIRGINIA WOOLF?, University of Arkansas 
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“Innovative Exercises for Creating a One-Person Show.” Co-creator, co-presenter, Southeastern 
Theatre Conference Annual Convention, 2012. 
“Techniques for Acting Chekhov.” Co-creator, co-presenter, Southeastern Theatre Conference 
Annual Convention, 2014. 
Guest Lecturer. “The Actor’s Process.” Fine Arts Theatre Lecture course, Instructor: Todd Taylor, 
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Andrew Gibbs, Spring 2014. 
Panelist: post-show discussion on “Disfarmer” by Werner Trieschmann, Arkansas Repertory 
Theatre, Summer 2012. 
Panelist: post-show discussion on “B-Side: Myself” by Jamey McGaugh, Arkansas Repertory 
Theatre, Summer 2014. 
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John C. Lehman Scholarship, Emporia State University, 2009. Homecoming Scholarship, 
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Irene R yan nominee for RABBIT HOLE, Emporia State University, 2009. (Regional semi- 
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MIRROR TRANSFORMATION, 2012. 
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Acting: Am y Herzberg, Mavourneen Dwyer, Michael Landman, Jim Ryan, Theresa Mitchell 
Meisner Technique: Amy Herzberg, Robert Ford 
Voice/Diction: Mavourneen Dwyer (Rotenberg), Jim Ryan 
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  &
	  Eileen	  Lieber,	  Vernon	  &
	  Shirley	  Lott,	  David	  &
	  Deborah	  
M
alone,	  Bill	  and	  M
arietta	  M
orris,	  W
.	  W
arren	  Rosenaur,	  Barbara	  &
	  M
itch	  Singleton,	  Charles	  
and	  Janice	  Transue,	  Terry	  Vaughan	  &
	  Tim
	  G
ilster,	  Dina	  W
ood,	  Paige	  J.	  Zaloudek	  
	  FRIEN
DS…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.Eugenia	  D
onovan,	  Brandon	  Jam
es	  and	  Elizabeth	  Barnes	  Keener,	  
Sylvia	  King,	  Barbara	  M
oore,	  Denise	  N
em
ec,	  Polly	  Rea,	  N
adine	  Purvis	  Schm
idt,	  Jane	  Scroggs,	  
Frank	  and	  Sara	  Sharp,	  Carolyn	  &
	  M
urray	  Sm
art,	  Charlotte	  Taylor	  and	  Tim
	  H
udson,	  Bobbie	  N
ell	  
Tem
pleton	  
	  
  For m
ore inform
ation on how
 to becom
e a patron of the D
epartm
ent of 
D
ram
a, please call (479) 575-3645,  
em
ail us at theatre@
uark.edu  
or visit our w
ebsite at http://theatre.uark.edu. 
 
Com
ing	  Soon	  to	  the	  U
niversity	  Theatre…
	  
 
Godspell	  
M
usic	  by	  Stephen	  Schw
artz;	  Book	  by	  John-­‐M
ichael	  Tebelak	  
Directed	  by:	  Brandyn	  Sm
ith	  
O
ctober	  3
rd-­‐O
ctober	  12
th	  
 
Kin	  
By	  Bathesheba	  D
oran	  
Directed	  by:	  Am
y	  H
erzberg	  
N
ovem
ber	  7
th-­‐N
ovem
ber	  16
th	  
The U
niversity of Arkansas 
 D
epartm
ent of D
ram
a
 
Proudly P
resents 
 
Poor R
elations 
B
y R
obert Flaherty H
art 
  
at S
tudio 404 
  
D
irected by 
M
avourneen D
w
yer 
  
Featuring 
             D
am
ian D
ena                         C
hris H
ecke   
        Johnathan Jarm
on              B
ritney W
alker-M
erritte       
    
           S
cenic D
esign                        C
ostum
e D
esign           
          M
ichael R
iha                        Patricia J. M
artin 
 
 
 
                                   Lighting D
esign  
                                 Em
ily C
larkson 
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M
eet	  the	  Cast	  
D
ear S
tudio 404 P
atron, 
 First of all, w
elcom
e to the K
im
pel H
all – S
tudio 404 opening production of the 
2014-15 S
tudio S
eries season under the new
ly nam
ed D
epartm
ent of Theatre!  
Y
ou m
ay be w
ondering w
hy w
e decided to change the nam
e from
 D
epartm
ent 
of D
ram
a to the D
epartm
ent of Theatre. The short answ
er is quite sim
ple.  W
e 
are a departm
ent m
ade up of scholars and artist w
ho “m
ake theatre.” The 
training our students receive is rooted in the principles and technique one 
needs to know
 in order to sustain a life creating high quality, im
aginative, and 
engaging theatre. W
e believe that the subtle nam
e change m
ore closely reflects 
w
ho w
e are and w
hat w
e do.   
 2014-15 is an exciting year for us as w
e continue to m
ake changes in an effort 
to grow
 our season subscriptions and U
niversity Theatre &
 S
tudio S
eries 
P
atrons as w
ell as m
ake it easier for you to find us on cam
pus.  I hope you saw
 
the “S
andw
ich B
oard” signs guiding you to our studio 404 here in K
im
pel H
all – 
w
e know
 m
any of you know
 your w
ay around, but som
e of you m
ay be 
attending for the first tim
e and w
e w
anted you to feel w
elcom
e as you m
aneuver 
through our beautiful cam
pus. 
 I am
 so pleased to report that betw
een 2013 and 2014, the num
ber of patrons 
w
ho support U
niversity Theatre has grow
n by 50%
 w
ith an increase in giving by 
65%
! N
ot only w
ill your contribution continue to allow
 us to produce theatre at 
the highest level, it w
ill also serve our students by offering them
 experience and 
training using state-of-the-art technology.  In an ever changing technological 
w
orld, it is m
ore im
portant today than it has ever been to give the students at 
the U
niversity of A
rkansas a leg up on the com
petition by providing outstanding 
training – your generous gift helps to m
ake that a reality for us.  A
lthough w
e do 
receive state funding that supports som
e of our production costs, by no m
eans 
does that cover the expenses associated w
ith providing the highest caliber 
training possible.  
 A
s chair of this fine departm
ent, is m
y desire that each of you w
ill becom
e a 
m
em
ber of our theatre “fam
ily” by subscribing to either our M
ain S
tage S
eries 
presented at the U
niversity Theatre, or our S
tudio S
eries here in K
im
pel H
all – 
S
tudio 404. B
oth w
ill provide you an outstanding live theatre experience at an 
incredible value.  I w
ould also like you to consider supporting our exceptionally 
talented students by contributing to our U
niversity Theatre P
atron P
rogram
. B
y 
becom
ing a Friend ($50-$99) P
atron ($100-$199), G
rand P
atron ($200-$349), 
A
ngel ($350-$499) or S
uper A
ngel ($500+)  
 I hope you enjoy this evening’s (or afternoons!) perform
ance.  
 B
est, 
 
 
  
Chris	  H
ecke	  
Dam
ian	  Dena	  
Johnathan	  Benjam
in	  Jarm
on	  
Britney	  W
alker-­‐M
erritte	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S
taff for the P
roduction 
S
tage M
anager…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
.…
…
…
…
..…
…
...…
.…
.K
atie-B
eth Thom
as      
S
cenic D
esigner…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
..M
ichael R
iha 
A
ssociate S
cenic D
esigner…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
..Joseph Farley 
Lighting D
esigner…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
E
m
ily C
larkson 
A
ssociate Lighting D
esigner…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
..…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.K
enny Fitch 
C
ostum
e D
esign…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
..…
…
…
...…
…
…
....…
.P
atricia L. M
artin 
P
rops M
aster…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
...…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
..P
riscilla W
hite 
W
ardrobe C
rew
…
…
…
…
…
…
...............................................................Lauren H
oskins 
                                                                                                                 Lauren B
rady 
P
rops C
rew
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
A
nna K
ay H
ilburn 
Light B
oard O
perator…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
A
shley D
avis 
V
oice and D
ialect C
oach…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
..M
avourneen D
w
yer 
Fight C
oordinator…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
.D
am
ian D
ena 
  
S
pecial Thanks To…
 
Bob Ford, Shaw
n Irish, TJ Lavin, 
All M
y Treasures Antiques, Fayetteville Public Library 
  
 
S
taff for the D
epartm
ent of Theatre 
 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  	  
	  
C
A
ST 
 
Karen…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
   Britney W
alker-M
erritte 
R
ichie…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.C
hris H
ecke 
Jeff…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
…
…
.Johnathan B
enjam
in Jarm
on 
C
harlie…
…
…
…
…
.…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
…
.…
D
am
ian D
ena
 
   
SETTIN
G
 
  
P
LA
C
E
:  
S
uburban S
t. Louis, M
O
. 
  
TIM
E
:  
A
ct I: The P
resent. 
A
ct II: 14 m
onths later.   
          
The use of photographic and recording equipm
ent during this 
perform
ance is forbidden by law
.  A
s a courtesy to other patrons, 
PLEA
SE TU
R
N
 O
FF C
ELLPH
O
N
ES A
N
D
 O
TH
ER
 D
EVIC
ES during the 
perform
ance.  
C
hair of D
ram
a…
…
…
…
..…
…
..M
ichael J. R
iha  
V
ice-C
hair of D
ram
a…
…
..…
..Patricia J. M
artin                       
D
ram
a O
ffice M
anager…
...B
arbara J. S
pringer  
Theatre B
usiness M
anager…
...…
Ashley C
ohea  
S
cene S
hop M
anager…
…
…
…
…
.Justin A
shley  
C
ostum
e Shop M
anager…
…
…
.…
.V
alerie Lane  
M
usic Theatre A
ccom
panist…
...…
 Jeannie Lee  
Ticket O
ffice M
anager..…
..R
achel W
ashington,      
                                                            B
ob H
art 
P
ublicity M
anager…
…
..S
tephanie Faatz M
urry 
 
H
ouse M
anager…
…
…
…
..…
…
..Brittany Taylor 
D
ram
a Faculty..…
M
avourneen D
w
yer,  
A
m
y H
erzberg, K
ate Frank, 
R
obert Ford, D
. A
ndrew
 G
ibbs,  
M
organ H
icks, S
haw
n Irish,  
B
ryce K
em
ph, M
ichael Landm
an,  
V
alerie Lane, G
ail Leftw
ich,  
P
atricia J. M
artin, Jenny M
cKnight, 
M
ichael J. R
iha, C
linnesha S
ibley,  
Les W
ade, W
eston W
ilkerson   
 
	  
	  
This	  script	  is	  an	  original	  piece	  w
ritten	  by	  Robert	  Flaherty	  
Hart	  as	  part	  of	  the	  M
FA	  Playw
right	  show
case.	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W
H
O
’S W
H
O
 IN
 TH
E PR
O
D
U
C
TIO
N	  
 M
avourneen	  D
w
yer	  (Director)	  currently	  
oversees	  the	  Vocal	  Production	  com
ponent	  
of	  the	  M
FA	  actor	  training	  program
	  at	  the	  
U
niversity	  of	  Arkansas.	  	  She	  teaches	  Voice	  
Production,	  Speech,	  Text	  and	  Dialects	  to	  
both	  
graduate	  
and	  
undergraduate	  
students.	  	  She	  also	  teaches	  Period	  Styles	  
and	  
Acting	  
Shakespeare	  
classes.	  
M
avourneen	  serves	  as	  Voice/Speech	  and	  
Dialect	  coach	  for	  U
A	  Theatre	  Departm
ent	  
productions.	  She	  coaches	  privately	  as	  w
ell	  
and	  
presents	  
w
orkshops	  
and	  
m
aster	  
classes.	  Since	  her	  arrival	  at	  the	  U
A	  Theatre	  
Dept.	  in	  1998	  she	  has	  directed	  fourteen	  
M
ainstage	  productions.	  	  	  
 Robert	  
Flaherty	  
H
art	  
(Playw
right)	  
is	  
a	  
graduate	  of	  Em
poria	  State	  U
niversity	  (B.A.,	  
Theatre)	  and	  the	  U
niversity	  of	  Arkansas	  
(M
.F.A.,	  Acting).	  He	  w
ill	  earn	  his	  second	  
M
.F.A.,	  in	  Playw
riting,	  in	  Spring	  2015.	  As	  
an	  actor,	  he	  has	  perform
ed	  in	  m
any	  U
ofA	  
productions,	  
including	  
Translations,	  
A	  
Streetcar	  N
am
ed	  Desire,	  33	  Variations,	  A	  
Christm
as	  
Carol,	  
Circle	  
M
irror	  
Transform
ation	  
and	  
U
rinetow
n:	  
The	  
M
usical.	  	  Poor	  Relations	  is	  his	  first	  full-­‐
length	  play	  as	  a	  w
riter.	  
  D
am
ian	  Dena	  (Charlie)	  is	  a	  2
nd	  year	  M
FA	  
Acting	  Candidate	  
from
	  El	  
Paso	  
TX.	  H
e	  
holds	  a	  BFA	  in	  Theater	  Perform
ance	  from
	  
U
T-­‐El	  Paso.	  He	  has	  previously	  perform
ed	  
roles	  in	  Tim
e	  Stands	  Still,	  Dracula,	  The	  
Three	  
M
usketeers,	  
Tribes,	  
Fever	  
Chart:	  
Three	  Visions	  of	  the	  M
iddle	  East,	  O
thello,	  
Rom
eo	  &
	  Juliet,	  and	  The	  Tem
pest.	  H
e	  also	  
recently	  appeared	  in	  the	  Arkansas	  N
ew
	  
Play	  Festival	  at	  TheatreSquared.	  In	  the	  
future	  Dam
ian	  plans	  on	  pursuing	  acting	  in	  
a	  professional	  setting.	  He’s	  grateful	  to	  be	  
perform
ing	  this	  pow
erful	  piece	  w
ith	  such	  a	  
talented	  cast.	  	  	  
	  
Chris	  Hecke	  (Richie)	  is	  a	  2
nd	  year	  M
FA	  
Acting	  Candidate	  from
	  Sao	  Paolo,	  Brazil.	  	  
He	  holds	  a	  BA	  in	  Theatre	  and	  an	  M
BA	  
from
	  
N
orth	  
G
reenville	  
U
niversity.	  	  
Previous	  credits	  include	  Angel	  in	  the	  
W
orld	  
Prem
iere	  
of	  Sada	  
(W
arehouse	  
Theatre),	  Petruchio	  in	  The	  Tam
ing	  of	  the	  
Shrew
,	  
Posthum
ous	  
Leonatus	  
in	  
Cym
beline	  
(U
pstate	  
Shakespeare	  
Festival),	  
Captain	  
Shang	  
in	  
Disney’s	  
M
ulan,	  
Prince	  
Charm
ing	  
in	  Cinderella	  
(South	  
Carolina	  
Children’s	  
Theatre),	  
Chris	  Keller	  in	  All	  M
y	  Sons	  and	  Tybalt	  in	  
Rom
eo	  and	  Juliet	  (N
GU
),	  M
elchior	  in	  
Spring	  Aw
akening	  and	  Duke	  Senior	  in	  As	  
You	  Like	  It	  (U
ofA).	  In	  the	  future,	  Chris	  
plans	  to	  pursue	  a	  professional	  acting	  
career,	  teach	  at	  the	  collegiate	  level	  and	  
further	  his	  studies	  in	  the	  U
.K.	  
	  Johnathan	  Benjam
in	  Jarm
on	  (Jeff)	  is	  a	  
Senior	  Theatre	  M
ajor	  from
	  O
ark,	  AR.	  	  
Previous	  
U
	  
of	  
A	  
credits	  
include	  
Lt.	  
G
eorge	  Yolland	  in	  Translations.	  	  After	  
graduation,	  he	  plans	  to	  m
ove	  to	  a	  m
ajor	  
city	  
to	  
pursue	  
a	  
professional	  
acting	  
career.	  	  	  
	  Britney	  
W
alker-­‐M
erritte	  
(Karen)	  
is	  
a	  
native	  of	  Houston,	  Texas.	  She	  received	  a	  	  
BA	  in	  Dram
a/TV/Film
	  from
	  O
ral	  Roberts	  
U
niversity	  and	  is	  a	  2nd	  Year	  M
FA	  Acting	  
Candidate.	  O
ne	  of	  her	  favorite	  roles	  w
as	  
Aunti	  M
iM
i	  in	  The	  U
nm
entionable	  at	  
Tulsa	  
Playhouse	  
Theatre.	  
Som
e	  
additional	  credits	  include	  Pecola	  in	  The	  
Bluest	  Eye,	  Jackie	  in	  Bound	  by	  Blood,	  
Ariel	  in	  The	  Tem
pest,	  and	  the	  Landlady	  
in	  
Lucky	  
Stiff.	  
This	  
Fall	  
she	  
w
ill	  
be	  
perform
ing	  the	  role	  of	  Kay	  in	  Kin	  at	  the	  
U
	  of	  A.	  After	  graduating	  Britney	  plans	  on	  
m
oving	  back	  to	  H
ouston	  to	  pursue	  her	  
tw
o	  passions,	  Acting	  and	  Spoken	  W
ord	  
Poetry.	  
	  
Katie-­‐Beth	  Thom
as	  (Stage	  M
anager)	  is	  a	  
senior	  Theatre	  M
ajor	  from
	  M
obile,	  AL.	  
Previous	  credits	  include	  Stage	  M
anaging	  
Flam
ingo	  and	  
Decatur	  (Arkansas	  N
ew
	  
Play	  Festival),	  Run	  Crew
	  for	  A	  Streetcar	  
N
am
ed	  Desire	  (U
	  of	  A)	  and	  Asst.	  Stage	  
M
anaging	  As	  You	  Like	  It	  (U
	  of	  A).	  After	  
graduation,	  she	  plans	  to	  pursue	  an	  M
BA	  
and	  start	  a	  non-­‐profit	  organization.	  	  
 M
ichael	  Riha	  (Scenic	  Designer)	  attended	  
the	  
U
niversity	  
of	  
W
isconsin	  
Stevens	  
Point	  
w
here	  
he	  
earned	  
his	  
BFA	  
in	  
Technical	  Theatre	  and	  Perform
ance.	  	  H
e	  
w
ent	  on	  to	  receive	  his	  M
FA	  from
	  Indiana	  
U
niversity	  in	  Bloom
ington,	  IN
.	  	  M
ichael’s	  
Broadw
ay	  
credits	  
include	  
Assistant	  
Designer	  
to	  
Christine	  
Jones	  
on	  
the	  
m
usical	  O
n	  a	  Clear	  Day	  You	  Can	  See	  
Forever	  and	  the	  M
etropolitan	  O
pera’s	  
2013	  production	  of	  Rigoletto.	  	  He’s	  also	  
w
orked	  at	  The	  M
U
N
Y	  in	  St.	  Louis,	  M
O
	  as	  
the	  resident	  Assistant	  Set	  Designer	  and	  
w
as	  the	  Assistant	  Designer	  for	  the	  recent	  
national	  tour	  of	  Fiddler	  on	  the	  Roof,	  
w
hich	  starred	  Topal.	  	  He	  is	  currently	  the	  	  
Chair	  
of	  
the	  
Departm
ent	  
of	  
Theatre	  
w
here	  he	  has	  designed	  sets,	  projections	  
and	  
lighting	  
for	  
over	  
ninety-­‐five	  
productions.	  	  He	  is	  also	  the	  author	  of	  
“Starting	  
Your	  
Career	  
as	  
a	  
Theatrical	  
Designer:	  
Insights	  
and	  
Advice	  
from
	  
Leading	  Broadw
ay	  Designers.”	  M
ichael	  is	  
a	  proud	  m
em
ber	  of	  U
SA-­‐829.	  	  
	  Patricia	  J.	  M
artin	  (Costum
e	  Designer)	  is	  a	  
professor,	  Vice-­‐Chair	  of	  the	  Departm
ent	  
of	  Dram
a	  and	  Faculty	  Costum
e	  Designer	  
at	  the	  U
niversity	  of	  Arkansas.	  	  She	  has	  
designed	  
costum
es	  
for	  
the	  
Southern	  
Theatre	  
Festival,	  
Arkansas	  
Repertory	  
Theatre,	  
TheatreSquared,	  
Idaho	  
Repertory	  Theatre,	  Idaho	  Theatre	  for	   
Youth,	  
Boar’s	  
H
ead	  
Players,	  
the	  
U
niversity	  of	  Idaho	  and	  Tulsa	  U
niversity.	  	  
She	  has	  also	  w
orked	  professionally	  in	  
N
ew
	  York	  as	  a	  draper’s	  assistant	  on	  a	  
variety	  of	  Broadw
ay	  productions	  and	  as	  
a	  cutter	  for	  the	  Colorado	  Shakespeare	  
Festival	  
and	  
the	  
U
tah	  
Shakespeare	  
Festival.	  	  She	  is	  the	  recipient	  of	  three	  
ACTF	  
design	  
aw
ards	  
and	  
served	  
as	  
Costum
e	  
D
esign	  
and	  
Technology	  
Com
m
issioner	  
for	  
U
SITT	  
from
	  
2002-­‐
2006.	  
	  Em
ily	  
Clarkson	  
(Lighting	  
Designer)	  
received	  her	  bachelor's	  in	  theatre	  arts	  
from
	  
Eastern	  
M
ichigan	  
U
niversity	  
in	  
2012.	  She	  w
ent	  on	  to	  take	  an	  internship	  
w
ith	  
Virginia	  
Repertory	  
Theatre	  
in	  
Richm
ond,	  VA	  w
here	  she	  w
as	  told	  that	  
electricity,	  
w
as	  
not,	  
intact,	  
m
ade	  
of	  
m
agic...she	  
rem
ains	  
unconvinced	  
but	  
has	  becom
e	  w
ell	  versed	  in	  it's	  sorcery.	  
She	  rem
ained	  in	  Richm
ond	  for	  tw
o	  years	  
designing	  
light	  
for	  
stage	  
plays	  
and	  
dances	  in	  the	  area	  and	  also	  w
orking	  as	  a	  
full	  tim
e	  theatre	  w
izard-­‐electrician.	  She	  
cam
e	  to	  the	  U
niversity	  of	  Arkansas	  to	  
becom
e	  a	  M
aster	  in	  her	  field	  and	  plans	  
to	  stay	  in	  the	  south	  and	  w
ork	  in	  regional	  
theaters	  w
ith	  people	  she	  respects.	  Then	  
one	  day	  she	  hopes	  to	  train	  all	  the	  little	  
electricians	  and	  designers	  herself.	  And	  
m
aybe	  ow
n	  a	  Show
boat.	  
	  	  Priscilla	  W
hite	  (Properties	  Designer)	  is	  a	  
Senior	  Theatre	  M
ajor	  from
	  Bentonville,	  
AR.	  	  She	  has	  appeared	  on	  stage	  as	  Edith	  
in	  Blithe	  Spirit	  and	  can	  be	  seen	  later	  this	  
year	  as	  Rachel	  in	  Kin	  and	  Dunyasha	  in	  
Cherry	  O
rchard.	  	  She	  designed	  props	  for	  
V	  is	  for	  Violin	  as	  w
ell	  as	  Poor	  Relations	  
and	  
is	  
excited	  
to	  
Sound	  
Design	  
The	  
Foreigner	  this	  spring.	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